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Times in every Town in. theſe Kingdoms, but in every Kingdom, 
Pravince, State, and City of the leaſt Confideration---in every 
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My Son, 
If you ſhould unguardedly have ſuffered your Name at the 


Head of a Work, which myſt make us all contemptible, | 
this muſt be printed in it as the beſt apology for yourſelf 


and father. , | 
To the Printer. 
Y dear and only Son, having reſpectfully repre- 


ſented to me, that he has compoſed a Work, in- 


titled, My Life and Adventures, and tequires my Conſent 
for its Publication, notwithſtanding I am as yet a Stran- 
ger to the Compoſition, and conſequently can be no 


Judge of its Merit, I am fo well perſuaded, that my Son 


is every way incapable of faying ought of his Father, but 
what muft redound to his Honour and Reputation ; and. 


ſo perfectly convinced of the Goodneſs of his Heart, that 
it does not ſeem poſſible I ſhould err in my Judgment, | 


by giving my Conſent to the Publication of the ſaid Work. 


as I have long been employed in writing my own 


Life and Adventures, which will with all Expedition be 
publiſhed, "twill be hereafter left with all due Attention 
ta the cendid Reader, whether the Life of the Father writ- 
ten by the Son, or the Life of the Father written by him 
ſelf, beſt deſerves Approbation. 


Oxford, Jan. 
10, 1761, 


The Chevalier . aylor, Ophthalmiater, 
Pontifical, Imperial, and Royal. 


„The above is a true Copy of the Letter my Father 


ſent me. All the Anſwer I can make to the Bills he ſends, 


bout the Town. and Country, is, that I have maintained my 
Mother theſe Eight Years, and do at this preſent Time 
and that, two Years ſince, I was concerned in his Affairs, 


tor which Thave paid near 200 J. 
As Witneſs. my Hand, HEE: 


Hatton Garden | 
4% 25,6 JOHN TAYLOR, Oculiſ 
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ATURE delights in the 
N marvellous; the moral, as 

well as the phyſical, World 
abounds with the Strange and Wonder- 
ful ; every Country, nay, every Town, 
have their additional Stories of this 
Kind, the very Villages boaſt their 
athletic Heroes, and their ruſtic Bards, 
which they compare and poize againſt 
each other with much Warmth and 


Emulation, That ſtirring Proteus, 


* THE HISTORY OF 
called Ambition, will act its Part in 
the human Soul under a thouſand dif- 
ferent Marks. That reſtleſs Principle, 
which ſtimulates the Heart of Man, 
and goads it to aſpire ; that Parent of 
every ſplendid Folly ; that inborn Pride 
will work itſelf to View, and ſhine 
among the coarſeſt Rubbiſh, 


Not Cæſar, in his higheſt Triumph, 
was more elated, than is poor Hobbinol, 
perhaps, at a Country Wake, to whom 
his Fellow Ruſtics have yielded up the 
Prize for being the beſt Wreſtler, and 
breaking the moſt Heads: he gains 
the utmoſt Summit of his Withes ; 
he ſtands on high amongſt his Neigh- 
bours; a Garland, or a Hat, fo pur- 
chaſed, are to him a little Kingdom. 
His Horizon, like that of his ſubject 
Cattle, is but narrow ; and the Spot he 
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feeds upon is all his Empire; yet even 
there he would triumph. 


This energetic Fire, when it kindles 
up a daring Spirit, muſt look abroad, 
mult ſtretch itſelf at large, and, like a 
Comet, travel through the vaſt Ex- - 
panſe of Nature, viſit every Climate in 
its Courſe, amaze the learned in its 
ſwift Career, and ſcare the ignorant 
with idle Terrors, wondered at by all. 
Such Appearances are ſudden and un- 
looked for; they ſeldom come; and, 
when they do, all Nature ſeems too 
narrow for their. Province; they - ruſh 
with ſuch Rapidity to public View, 
and draw behind them a Train of 
Things the moſt extravagant and 
ſtrange, their Equipage of Character; 
where the grand and the ridiculous, 
the generous and the mean, the ſkill- 
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ful and the rude, the good-natured 
and the baſe, the friendly and the perfi- 
dious, are all jumbled into one vaſt Co- 
incidence of Extreams, that give Man- 
kind an Alexander, perhaps, a Charles 
the Twelfth, a Blood, a Creighton, or 
a Chevalier Taylar, the matchleſs Hero 


of the enſuing Story, whoſe literal Ex- 


ploits, founded upon Facts ſo manifeſt, 
ſo illuſtrious through all Europe, ex- 
ceed, in Number; and entertaining In- 
cidents, the moſt fertile Romance, that 
Invention has hitherto produced; a 
Character ſo complex, and ſo contraſt- 
ed, no Age, perhaps, or Country has 
beheld. It looks as if Nature, in a 
playful Frolic, had thrown him out to 
the World, in order to ſhew Mankind 
how Reaſon and Paſſion, how Ge- 
nius and Caprice, could counter-work 
each other within the human Mind, 

and 
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and mark out a moral Prodigy, made 
up of all Extremes. 


Between the Hours of Eleven and One, 
on the Sixteenth Day of Augu/?, One 
Thouſand Seven Hundred and Three, 
did Nature and the Midwife give our 
matchleſs Hero to the World ; the Sun 
and his Mother being in Labour at the 
ſame Time; he travelling through an 
Eclipſe, and ſhe in Travail of the il- 
luſtrious Doctor, who, at one Inſtant 
with the Sun, began to break out from 
Darkneſs, and, as the Pariſh Records 
teſtify, came ruſhing into Light with 
him. 


He no ſooner began to diſtinguiſh 
Objects, than he expreſſed the greateſt 
Averſion to all Spots, either upon the 
Garments, or Countenances, of thoſe, 
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to whom he came near. Patches, 
worn upon the Face, being then the 
Faſhion, he often ſcratched them off, 
and ſometimes brought the Blood along 
with .them: nay, even then, he put 
ſome Eyes in Danger. 


As he grew up, he could not bear 
the leaſt Spot upon Linnen, China, or 
Spectacles in particular, which he often 
broke in his Attempt to clean them. 
His Mathematical Maſter made him 
peep one Day at his Cotemporary, the 
Sun, through a good reflecting Tele- 
ſcope; but the Spots he diſcovered 


there diſturbed his Imagination to ſuch 


a Degree, that it has been the Toil and 
Study of his whole Life to take them off, 
in order to which he has purſued him 
theſe Forty Years paſt, through all his 
Journeys, hoping to come up with him 

| at 
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at one Stage or other, and there per- 
form upon him an Operation, whicly 
would undoubtedly carry his Fame 
all round the World. But this, like 
ſome other Points he purſues, ſeems to- 
be a little beyond his Reach, but, 
to a Genius, nothing is impoſſible. 


His Father was an honeſt Son of 
Eſculapius, a Man of Learning and 
Candour, in his Profeſlzon of Phyfick. 
and Surgery; but he dying before the 
preſent Doctor arrived at his Sixth 
Year, this Incident threw the Reins 
over our young Chevalier's Neck, and- 
opened wide the Gate to all his future 
_ | 


His Mother was a careful, honeſt, 
good Kind of Woman; ſhe kept ups 
the Buſineſs of an Apothecary; by: 
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which Means, ſhe ſupported our future 
Hero, with. two other Children, in a 
very decent Manner, 


The young Chevalier, after having 
ſcrambled together ſome ſmall Matter 
of Learning, ſtood as yet behind his 
Mother's Counter, in the Town of 
Norwich, where he had his Birth and 
Education. In this narrow Sphere of 
Action he remained ſome Time unno- 
ticed ; but Obſcurity and he could not 


long keep Houle together, 


A rich old Quaker, within a few 
Doors of him, was taken ill of the 
Colic: Our young Artiſt is ſummon- 
ed to his Relief; where Tabitha, 
the Quaker's new married Spouſe, 
happened to caſt a ſavoury Leer at our 


handſome ſpruce Doctor, than whom 
there 
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there was not a more comely Perſonage 
in all Norfolk, Lovers, like Angels, 
can talk by Intuition. A few kind 
Sentiments, exchanged in this ſilent, 
but emphatic, Manner, ſoon opened 
the Congreſs to a more ſubſtantial In- 
tercourſe. In a Word, the Doctor 
adminiſtered to her in all Simplicity of 
Heart ; and frequent were the Cordials 
of his Love: but, alas! no human 
Joy is certain. One fatal Sunday Morn- 
ing, Ebenezer, who kept, it ſeems, a 
ſeparate Bed, came haſtily into his 
Wife's Apartment, with no other Co- 
vering than his Shirt, being ſuddenly 
ſtirred, no Doubt, with the Spirit of 
Propagation, and then, and there, ſur- 
prized the happy guilty Couple; but 
the Doctor, in this infant Rencounter, 
gave an early Specimen of that Addreſs 
and Dexterity, which have ſo ſtrongly 
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ti marked the Character of all his future 
[| Adventures, he told the Quaker, with 
| } an Oath in his Mouth, and a Penknife 
in his Right Hand, that no Harm at 
If all was intended by him, and that his 
[i Buſineſs there was only to cut his 


Wife's Corns : but the Quaker crying 


i 

5 out Murder, the Doctor ſprings down 
1 Stairs at one Leap, takes ſhort Leave 
if at Home, and ſcampers up to London. 
. 1 25 
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EH 

The Reader, in the Opening of this Chas 

rafter, will meet with the Embryo of 

our future Hiſtory, which will enlarge 

itſelf as we go on, and ſtretch out 
it's Parts to a prodigious Sixe. 


UR Chevalier now in the Nine 
teenth Year of his Age, arrives 

at the Capital, where he ſoon got be- 
hind another Apothecary's Counter, ins 
Cheap/ide; and, with his Peſtle, gave 
many loud Preludes of his future Fame,, 
which all Europe was one Day to hear. 
He rung his Mortar, that Prologue to 
a Paſſing-Bell, with ſuch Elegiac Notes,. 
that ſeveral neighbouring Undertakers, 
together with the Pariſh Sexton, would: 
often aſk him to a Glaſs of Liquor, 
delighted with his Harmony; but a 
crabbed;. 
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crabbed, ill-natured, old rich Iron- 
monger, in the ſame Street, complain- 
ed that his Ears were torn to pieces by 
our Muſician's Noiſe, and threatened 
to have him filenced by Authority; 
but the ingenious and humane Doctor 


Green (his Maſter's Relation) took his 


Part againſt the Alderman, bid him 
go on, and called him his Tubal Cain; 
and being ſtruck by his lively Addreſs, 
together with his very comely Perſon, 
he told the young Spark he would have 
his Picture done by Kneller, then the 
reigning Painter of England; for truly 
the young Doctor's Miſtreſs had a 
Mind to hang it in her Parlour, know- 
ing the great Intimacy that was be- 
tween Sir Godfrey and Doctor Green, 
Kneller had his Country Houſe at Whit» 
ton, a Place about fourteen Miles diſ- 


tance from Town. The Doctor car- 
ries 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR, 13 
ries young Taylor down thither ; he ſits 
for his Picture, and diverts Sir Godfrey 
with his lively Sallies of Humour, 
which made ſuch deep Impreſſion on 
the Spirit-of his Diſciple Mr. R:ichard 
Eagle, commonly called Dick Eagle, a 
Name well known in all the Regiſters 
of Enterpriſe, that he invited our. 
Stripling Chevalier into a ſtrict Friend- 
ſhip with him, and promiſed to put 
him quick into a Capacity to ſpurn at 
an Apothecary's Shop. 


The Doctor thanked him, and re- 
turned to Town, where he again re- 
gailed the Neighbourhood with his 
Melody, and went on in the ſame mu- 
ſical Manner about a Fortnight long- 
er; but being ſent one Day by his 
Maſter to viſit a Patient as far off as 
Bridges Street, Covent Garden, at his 

Retusn 


> —— — 
— _ - s 
- . _ — * — — — 
q ww : ? . — * = . 2 —— * 
FF; ” ui 8 9 , 
* S "2 " - 2 * ©. 2 — 

LF App * 9 r Lv x . Vale | - * k - = , 

— 232 * * = — 4% 0% Hh — -. Ar — — — 

2 * 1 c g — — — WF — 2 6 
. 3 4 — — = 
- W — — 4 


2 w 7 
0 * r _ . 
2 
" * ——— — 


w THE HISTORY OF 
Return through Vinegar Yard, into 
Drury Lane, he was accoſted out of a- 


Garret Window by his worthy Friend 


Mr. Richard Eagle, who, calling him 
by his Name, aſked him to come up 


Stairs, for he had ſomething to tell 


him : Up he goes; and there he found 
with his Friend Mr. Eagle, a grey- 
headed  gaudy-drefled old Gentleman, 
in Company with a fluſtered Bawd, 
and two ragged Bunters, each of 
whom had a black Eye. 


There ſtood upon a ſtool a full 
Bowl of Punch. Dic Eagle, at his 
entering the Room, whiſpered ſome- 
thing in the old Gentleman's Ear, who 
immediately drank to the Doctor, ſhook. 


him by the Hand, nay, ſqueezed it in 


a very particular Manner. 
De 
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Dick Eagle began a Song, or rather 
a kind of Interlude, called Roger cane 
tapping at Dolly's Windows, which he 
ated with much Humour and Addreſs. 
He ſet the Doctor and the old Gentle- 
man a laughing very heartily. The 
Bawd and her Pupils were now va- 
niſhed. Dick put the Glaſs about 
with fome Vigour : he filled luſtily to 
the young Hippocrates, who, not being 
accuſtomed to deep Drinking, found: 
himſelf ſtrangely exhilarated ; and tak- 
ing Dick by the Hand, in the Honeſty 
of his Heart called him his Friend, 
and what would he not do to ſerve him? 


Dick drank his Health in a Bumper; 
and nodding at the old Letcher, flipt 
down Stairs, leaving the young Æſcu- 
lapius and Sir Francis together, who, 
ſitting 
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ſitting * to the Stripling, put into 
his Hand a Purſe, with Gold -in it, 
which he begged him to accept of, as 
a Mark of his Regard for him; and 
then proceeded to ſome Singularities, 
which alarmed our young Chevalier 
ſtrangely ; who could by no Means 
gueſs at his Deſign : but the old Villain 
becoming ſtill more and more explicit, 
the Doctor, in a Rage, called him Scoun- 
drel, knocked him and the Stool, Punch 


Bowl and all to the Floor, which made 


ſuch an Earthquake, that it ſoon 
brought Dick, the Bawd, and her 
Pupils, into the Room, who in great 
Dudgeon aſked, if he was going to 
rob the —— — 


Our hot Hero drawing the old 
Man's Sword, drove the Wenches out 
again, and in the Scuffle wounded 
I | Dick 


— 
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Dick in the Leg: then bouncing down 
Stairs into the Street, with a bloody 
Sword waving in his Hand, he ſcamp- 
ered along Drury Lane, leaving his 
Hat, Wig, three ſmall Vials, and a 
large Clyſter Bag behind him, 


The People thought him mad. In 
his Way he encountered the worſhip- 
ful Mr, Juſtice Vaughan, who lived 
then in Bow Street, Covent Garden. He 
ſtops and diſarms our frighted Fugitive, 
aſked him with much Earneſtneſs, what 
was the Matter ? 


Young Taylor related to him at large 
the whole Affair, which he did with 
ſuch Colourings of Truth and Honeſty, 
that the ſenſible Juſtice made no Scru- 
ple of going back with him to the ve- 
ry _—_ where the Thing happened; 


and 


— 
— 
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and promiſed him all the Redreſs im- 
aginable. 


——— ͥ ͤ—— — ˙ ˙⁵ꝗA 2 —— — LI 


wi So back they marched, the Juſtice 

now bearing the bloody Sword in one 
Hand, and the frighted Voungſter in 
the other, followed by Curioſity in the 
Shape of a gaping Multitude. 


* * 
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They are now arrived in Vinegar 
Yard: the Juſtice mounts firſt, the Doc- 
tor at his Heels; his Worſhip entered 
the Garret, like a broken-winded Jade, 
puffing and blowing, and holding both 
his Sides. He no ſooner ſaw the old: 
Son of Sodom, who had, by this Time, 
ſtuck a Piece of brown Paper, ſteeped: 
in Vinegar, to his Eye, than he cryed 
out, as faſt as Breath would give him ĩ 
Leave, Fye, Shame, Sir Francis, now i 
I am ſure the Lad ſpoke Truth — a 

Man. 
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Man of your Years — but the Law 
ſhall — and you, you pimping ignomi- 
nious Raſcal, for ſuch a rancid old 
Goat, and Girls onoo, ſhocking Scoun- 
drel! Go fetch a Conſtable. Your 
Leg, you Pander, I with it was your 
Gutts — O Scandal! an innocent 
Country Lad! your Money ſhall not 
fave you, Sir Francis. 


The Barber was buſy now about 
Dick Eagles Wound; but, hearing 
of Law and Conſtables, he left his Pa- 
tient in a Panic, who bled ſo faſt, that 
the Juſtice ordered a Surgeon. to be 
ſent for ; and, leaving a Guard over 
Dick, he ſent Sir Francis, and the 
Bawd, with her three Pupils, to the 
Gatehouſe ; then, calling a Coach, he: 
put the young Celſus into it, who had, 
by this Time, gathered up his Hat 
and 
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and Wig, Clyſter Pipe, and Bottles ; 
the Purſe Dick Eagle had ſecured. 


The good Juſtice ſet him down at 
his Maſter's Door, in Cbeagſide, to 
whom he related the whole Matter, 
and told him, that the Lad muſt cer- 
tainly proſecute them. 


Mr. Brady thanked his Worſhip 
very kindly, and ſaid, the Boy ſhould 
attend him when and where he pleaſed. 


The Juſtice took his Leave; and 


young Tubal began again to * his 
Mortar. 


His Miſtreſs was much alarmed, 
and took on mightily: it was to be 
ſure a vaſt Misfortune to be handſome, 
— the Monſter did not hurt him, — 
ſhocking 
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ſhocking Wretches | — ſhe'd ſee them 

get to Tyburn, — Jack was handſome, 

to be ſure, — Aye, he ſhould ſwear — 
Here, take this Glaſs of Sack — Come, 

drink it up — Lord! how I tremble! 

— Oh! the filthy Monſter ! — Here, 

take another —I tremble ſo — he did 

not hurt you, Jack, —I am all I don't 
know how, — My Hand, — Come, 
Jack, here's your Health, — Feel me, 

how I ſhake with Anger. 


Jack was not ſo dull, but he ſoon 
ſaw that all this was leading to a cer- 
tain Explanation ; but People calling in 
the Shop, he made his Bow, and got 
behind the Counter. His kind Miſ- 
treſs ſtill followed him with her Pity, 
1 and curſed Sir Francis from her Heart. 


Mr, 


| 
| 
f 
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Mr. Brady, being an able Surgeon, 
as well as Apothecary, ſpared no Coſt 
to procure Subjects for Diſſection. He 
often trafficked at Tyburn for Bodies, 


which he uſed to place at his Table, 


like living Gueſts, in order, no doubt, 
to make ſuch Objects familiar to his 
Pupils, who are apt to be ſtartled at 
the Appearance of dead Bodies. 


The firſt of theſe Gentry, to whom 


our freſh Man was introduced, put 


him into ſuch a Fright, that he ſtarted, 
turned pale, and a cold Sweat hung 
upon his Forehead, which his kind 
Miſtreſs wiped off with great Tender- 
neſs, and ſaid, her Huſband was a bar- 
barous Man, for frighting the poor 
Youth in ſuch a cruel Manner. 


80 
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So he grew worſe, was put to Bed; 
his Miſtreſs followed him, and, by one 
kind Means or other, brought him to 
himſelf again. How he returned his 
Acknowledgments at that Time is, we 
confeſs, a little in the dark ; but her 
Countenance, at coming down, ex- 
preſſed no Marks of Diſappointment. 


He ſoon ſcraped an Acquaintance 
with theſe Culprits defunct, and made 
a happy Progreſs in the Study of Ana- 
tomy; he grew fond of it to a Degree, | 
and often went, with his Maſter and 
Fellow Pupils, to dig up Bodies, in 
the neighbouring Church-Yards, at 
Midnight. 


1 In one of theſe Excurſions, it ſeems, 
chat ſome Friends of the Party interred 
had Notice of their Deſign, and waited 
to prevent them, The Perſon, whoſe 
1 Remains 
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Remains were that Day committed to 
the Earth, happened to be a ſwagger- 
ing 1ri/þ Beaux, who dyed, for the 
Good of his Country, at a noted Place, 
near Paddington. 


Half a dozen luſty Boys of the 
Sodd were determined that he ſhould 
keep his Lodgings unmoleſted, until 
he had a lawful Summons to get up, 
and march off with the reſt of his 
Neighbours. They ſwore it was a 
cruel Caſe that a Man ſhould be torn 
out of his Grave, and ſcattered about 
the World, from Place to Place, in 
ſuch an unchriſtian Manner; it was 
a Breach of Hoſpitality, which the 
living never met with in Ireland, let 
alone the dead; and, by Heaven, 
Shillaly * ſhould try Titles for it. 9 
* A Cant Word, in Ireland, for an Oak Sapling, 
from a Wood there of that Name. 1 
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One of them, being a Prieſt, ob- 
ſerved, that the Atoms of Phelim O'- 
Byrn would, by that Means, be diſ- 
perſed throughout the Univerſe, and 
loſt in the common Maſs of Matter; 
or, what is ſtill worſe, ſays he, his Ca- 
tholic Clay may chance to be mixed 
with Heretic Mortar, and help to build 
up ſome damned Preſbyterian Meeting 
Houſe, which, by Jeſas, would grieve 
his very Heart in Purgatory: Conſi- 
der, ſays he, at the Day of Judgment, 
when People will be all in ſuch a 
Hurry, and every one ſtriving to be 
foremoſt, before poor Phelim can ga- 
ther himſelf up again, half the World 
will get to Mount Calvary, and Phelim, 
perhaps, may be puniſhed for Con- 


FX tempt of Court; ſo that it is, Gentle- 


men, a Principle of Conſcience, as 
. 1. E well 
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Remains were that Day committed to 
the Earth, happened to be a ſwagger- 
ing Jriſb Beaux, who dyed, for the 
Good of his Country, at a noted Place, 
near Paddington. | 


Half a dozen luſty Boys of the 
Sodd were determined that he ſhould 
keep his Lodgings unmoleſted, until 
he had a lawful Summons to .get up, 
and march off with the reſt of his 
Neighbours. They ſwore it was a 
cruel Caſe that a Man ſhould be torn 
out of his Grave, and ſcattered about 
the World, from Place to Place, in 
ſuch an unchriſtian Manner ; it was 
a Breach of Hoſpitality, which the 
living never met with in Ireland, let 
alone the dead; and, by Heaven, 


Shillaly * ſhould try Titles for it. 'W 
* A Cant Word, in Ireland, for an Oak Sapling, 5 
One 


from a Wood there of that Name. 
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One of them, being a Prieſt, ob- 
ſerved, that the Atoms of Phelim O- 
Byrn would, by that Means, be diſ- 
perſed throughout the Univerſe, and 
loſt in the common Maſs of Matter; 
or, what is ſtill worſe, ſays he, his Ca- 
tholic Clay may chance to be mixed 
= with Heretic Mortar, and help to build 
up ſome damned Preſbyterian Meeting 
3 Houſe, which, by Jeſas, would grieve 
his very Heart in Purgatory : Confi- 
der, ſays he, at the Day of Judgment, 
when People will be all in ſuch a 
Hurry, and every one ſtriving to be 
foremoſt, before poor Phelim can ga- 
ther himſelf up again, half the World 
will get to Mount Calvary, and Phelim, 
perhaps, may be puniſhed for Con- 
WF tempt of Court; ſo that it is, Gentle- 

men, a Principle of Conſcience, as 
Vor, I. C well 
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well as Honour, to defend his Re- 
mains from theſe nocturnal Vultures : 
And ſo to Work they went, and laid 
about them luftily, Prieſt and all. 


The Mafter Surgeon left, upon the 

Field of Battle, his Cane, his Hat, his 
Great Coat, and his Sword ; the reſt 
of his Band were diſperſed feveral 
Ways, and hotly purſued by Six ſtout 
Shillaly Plants, which, as Father Tedy 
obſerved, had then no Time to grow 


idle. | 


Our young Chevalier, being by 
much the moſt active of his Troop, 
teok to his Heels, with the Loſs of all 
his upper Garments, except a Waiſt- 
coat without Sleeves: his Head Cloaths 
were mifling, which Retrenchments 


helped to make him viſible, in a Sum- 
mer's 
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mer's Dawn, at ſome Diſtance. | He 
flew to a Houſe, upon a Hill Side, 
about half a Mile to the North Eaſt of 
Pancraſs Church Yard, for that was 
the Field of Battle. He was attracted 
thither by a Light he faw in one of 
the Windows, though it was then 
about Two o' Clock in the Morning. 


To the Door he came, and, with 
all the Pathos of Impatience and Fear, 
begged, for Pity's Sake, to be admit- 
ted; ſwore he was purſued by Rob- 
bers, who had ſtripped, and abuſed; 
and now were going to murder, him. 


A Caſement opened, and a ſoft Voice 
aſked him, Who, and What, he was. 
He repeated his Story and Intreaties, 
with ſo much Energy and Perſua- 
hon, that they, with his beautiful Per- 

C2 ſon, 


© —ů ag woe w- w = 
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ſon, ſoon prevailed upon the Door to 
unlock. 


In he went, and there he found half 
a Dozen jolly Fellows fitting round 
the Remains of an almoſt expiring 
Bowl of Punch, a Libation to Hymen ; 
for, truly, there was a Wedding. They 
all ſtare at the half naked Doctor : He 
repeats his Tale, with Terror in his 


"Ou | 


| Scarce had he finiſhed, when a 
dreadful Thunder,. with loud Oaths 
and Menaces, was battering at the 
Door. He crys, for Pity's Sake, to 
hide him in the Oven, under the Brew- 
ing Pan, or any where; when, lo! a 
good - natured elderly Gentle woman, in 
her Night Gown, only opens gently a 
Parlour Door, who, ſeeing the ſweet 

Countenance 
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Countenance and genteel Shape of the 
diſtreſſed Petitioner, ſhe ſaid, with Ten- 
derneſs, Come, come here, Child, I'll 
© hide you ſafe; the Rogues ſhan't 
find you here. So ſaying, ſhe took 
him by the Hand, and led him to an 
inner Room : ſhe made him creep un- 
der a Bed, and bid him not ſtir for 
his Life, till ſhe ſhould call him. 


By this Time the canonical Captain 
and his Troop were entered, and de- 


manded the facrilegious Villain, who 
had taken Shelter here. 


The Centinels, doing Duty at the 
Bowl, were too far gone to diſpute 
the Matter, ſo yielded at Diſcretion 
yet ſtill denying that any ſuch Perſon 
was under that Roof. | 


C 2 | The 
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The good Gentlewoman begged to 
know what the Matter was; upon 
which the Prieſt, Father Tedy by 
Name, gave them a ſhort, but full 
Account of the whole Buſineſs. Said 
he was ſorry to diſturb any Neighbours 
at their Merriment ; but, ſays he, a 
* Crime of this Nature, I think, ſhould 
© be ſeverely puniſhed.” 


Is that all, cries one of the noctur- 
nal Soakers ? If the Dead only have 
* Cauſe of Complaint in this Matter, 
the Affair, I believe, muſt lie over a 
few Terms longer: It is certainly the 
© Buſineſs of a foreign juriſdiction; 
© and at the Day of Judgment, and 
not before, the Parties ſhall have a 
* fair Hearing, In the mern Time, 
* fill up the Bowl, and let us drown 
* all Animoſity. 


So 
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So ſaid, ſo done, Father Tedy and 
his Friends began to quench their Re- 
ſentments apace : they liſtened to Rea- 
ſon with a pure good Will; but one 
of them, a Kinſman it ſeems of the 
deceaſed, Pelim Of Byrne began to weep 
at the Remembrance of their former 
Friendſhips and Adventures. Upon 
which Father Tedy commanded him to 
refrain, adding, at the. ſame Time, 
that nothing was ſo ei vocal as a Tear; 
inaſmuch, ſays he, as it may proceed 
from the Extremity of the, different 
Affections of either Grief or Joy. St. 
Gpprian has it, Lachryma, &. 


The antient Lady entered heartily 
into the Controverſy of the Glaſs, and 
recommended Unity and Good Will. 
She ſaid, it was Pity ſo handſome a 

C3. young. 
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young Gentleman as they denied Quar- 


ters to, ſhould meddle in ſuch odd Fro- 


licks: but, added ſhe, perhaps he is 
ſome Surgeon's Prentice, and thinks 
he was doing no more than his Duty. 
She was ſorry wy refuſed him Ad- 
miſſion, 


Why really, ſays Father Teah, if 
that be the Caſe, I ſhould not be againſt 
receiving him upon Terms of Penance, 
ſince it is from the Intention only that 
we are to form an Eſtimate of the mo- 


ral Good or Evil of any human Act, 


the Intention is every thing, and the 


Agent is no more than a mere Machine 
in the Caſe. The Intention is every 
thing, Gentlemen, | 


No, Sir, anſwered a Perſon in a 


Grazier's Coat, who fat like Hogarth 's 
Prieſt, 
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Prieſt, predominant at the Bowl, there 
is ſomething more wanting to make up 
one of your Sacraments. Due Form, 
due Matter, as well as requiſite Inten- 
tion: for, I find, you are one of the 
Pope's recruiting Serjeants here in Eng- 
land; and let me tell you, Sir, 


Here the antient Lady once more 
broke in, and begged that no Difference 
about Religion or Politicks, ſhould hin- 
der her bringing the young Gentleman 
into Company, provided it were agree- 
able to the Majority. To which Fa- 
ther Tedy, willing to drop the Subject, 
readily agreed ; and anſwered for him- 
ſelf and Companions, ſaying, Madam, 
if the Gentleman be really here, pray 
introduce him immediately ; it will be 
very pleaſing to us all, 

C 5 Up 
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Up ſprung Dame Kiely ; and, with 
a joyful Voice, cried out, Come, Cul- 
prit, come from your Hole, you Rogue 
you: what, alleep ! where are you, 
ha ? Neither in the Bed, nor under 
it? — By the Lord, Gentlemen, he is 
gone; and what is ſtill worſe, the 
Bride is gone too: aye, here the Saſh 
ſtands open ; was ever ſuch an Acci- 
dent! O Mr. M:/kſop, your Bride is 
gone: what will your Mother fay ?— 
Sure no Harm is done! For Heaven's 
Sake, Gentlemen, get up and purſue, 


and bring back this gigling filly Girl, 
No Harm, I hope, has happened. 


At this the whole Company, Bride- 
groom, Prieft, Parſon, and all were in 
the Fields in a Moment ; but, alas l 


the Scent by this Time was quite cold ; 


and 
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and Half the Pack at leaſt were not 
only at a Loſs, but loſt themſelves; 
ſome ſtaring, ſome reeling, ſome gap- 
ing between Wonder and Surpriſe, not 
knowing what to ſay or do; others 
were buſy about the Bridegroom, Who 
had tumbled into a Ditch, half choak- 
ed with Mudd and Filth; where we 
will leave Father Tedy and the Parſon 
buſy to tugg and pull him out, and 
follow the Bride and young Chevalier, 
who had got, by this Time, as far as 
Grays-Inn-Lane ; he in his Waiſtcoat, 
as before, without Headcloaths, and 
Miſs Jenny in her Gown and Under- 
Petticoat, where the Watch, in their 
Hoſpitality, made Proviſion for them 
in the next Round-houſe. | 


Here the ſtripling Knight Errant en- 
countered his old Friend Dick Eagle, 
C 6 who 
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who was his Senior in that Academy, 


two whole Hours at leaſt, and was led 


in, like him, with a Lady under his 


Protection, whom he had purloined 


that very Evening, from her Huſband ; 
a Man of Credit and Conſequence in 
the Town of King/ton upon Thames. 


It ſeems he, Richard Eagle by Name, 
had prevailed upon her to borrow from 
her Huſband, without his Knowledge 
or Conſent, ſome few Trinkets of Va- 
jue, which, together with her Perſon, | 
amounted to a certain Charge well 


known at the Old Bath, by the Name 
of F 15 


The Doctor no fooner faw Dich, 
than he cryed out, Hah, you Scoun- 


drel, have I met you here at laſt ? Is 
this your Roger came tapping, your 


gouty 
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gouty Sir Francis, you pimping Son of 
a Whore : a common Pimp is a Prince 
to you, you Whipper in of Sodom, I 
have heard enough of you, you Raſcal. 


Hear me, hear me, dear Jack, ſays 
Dick, the Fortune was the Thing 1 
had in view. What, replied the Doc- 
tor, on ſuch damned Conditions ?— 
O you Scoundrel, how like a Thief 
you look? To which Di anſwered, 
If we may judge from Appearances, 
Sir, your Aſpect is not the moſt Ortho- 
dox in the World, Pray, Sir, why 
ſo difincumbered : where's your Tu- 
nick, your Quoif and Caſtor : methinks 
the Lady too was a little in Haſte ; her 
Drapery is but thin; mere Gauze in- 
deed. The Climate is warm. I war- 
rant you your whole Contour is ſome- 
what queſtionable. Pray tell the Con- 

| ſtable 
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ſable and the Jury what you know of 
this Matter. 


With that the Company burſt into a 
loud Laugh, and offered the Lady a 
Glaſs of Gin to comfort her, which 
ſhe kindly accepted of. 


Oh, oh, ſays Dick, I ſee that Miſs 
is, indeed, a Whore, and the young 
Doctor her— 


What, you Raſcal, anſwered Jack, 
is your Leg got well again? Then 
knocking up his Heels with great Dex- 
terity, down comes Dick at his full 
Length whap upon the Floor. His 
Length was not extraordinary; ſo 
ſpringing up very nimble, a Battle en- 
fued, where Succeſs hung doubtful; 
for Dapper Dick, though not near as 

tall 
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tall as his Antagoniſt, had the Advan- 
tage of a good Education at Hockly in 
the Hole, and managed his Knuckles 
with ſuch Dexterity, that the young 
Doctor had near enough on't. 


But now the Prince of Darknefs 
proclaimed a Peace, which, with ſome 
Reluctance, was at laſt obeyed. 


The Conſtable then defired the 
Doctor to give a ſhort, but true Ac- 
count of his Adventure, which, in- 
deed, he did, from the Beginning, with 
great Exactneſs. 


But, ſays the Conſtable, how came 
you to preſs the Lady into the Service, 
with ſuch Precipitation ? 


Jack anſwered, I was no ſooner got 


under the Bed, than I heard ſomething 
ſtir 
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ſtir upon it, and a Voice, at the ſame 
Time, which uttered theſe Words; 
Damn me, what Frolick is this, to 
put the Booby under the Bed; I think 
Mrs. Gibſon is got into her Tantrams: 
then, ſtretching out her Hand, My 
Dear, ſays ſhe, come into Bed; there's 
enough of theſe Frolicks: leave the 
drunken Sots together. I muſt con- 
feſs my Fears gave way; I could not 
reſiſt ſo kind a Call. 


Miſs ſoon found her Miſtake ; and 
Things were now fo far gone, that 
there was no Remedy but going on 
farther. 


In ſhort, Matters went ſo well, that 
ſhe agreed to get out at Window with 
me, and leave the Milkſop her Huſ- 
band to wear the Willow, and be 

VVV 


A 
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damned. It was a Match of Mrs. 
Gibſon's making, for Ends of her own. 
She did not care if the Devil had the 
Prieſt, and the Bridegroom too. Mrs, 
Grbſon, ſhe ſaid, lived at the lower End 
of ' Little Queen Street; kept an Aca- 
demy, and ſhe was one of her Pupils ; 
but meeting with an Accident, in the 
way of Buſineſs, ſhe retired to Mr. 
Milkſop's for her Health; where he 
thought proper, truly, to fall in love 
with her; which tender Paſſion of his 
thro' Mother G:b/on's Aſſiſtance, ſoon 
ripened into Matrimony ; but ſhe lik- 
ed me much better for a few Nights 
than him. She did not care if the De- 
vil had them all. Here ſtands the 

Lady, let her deny it if ſhe can. 


Not I, by Heavens, ſays Miſs Jenny; 
but I wiſh I had my Cloaths again, 
By 


and his Damſel were ſent to Newgate 
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By this Time his worthy Friend 
Dr. Green was arrived; for Jack had 
ſent him Notice how Matters ſtood. 
The Doctor ſoon ſettled with the Con- 
ſtable; equipped the Chevalier with 
ſome Covering; Miſs Jenny was taken 
Care of for the preſent; Dick Eagle 


for further Examination ; and ſo the 
Court broke up for this Time, 


CHAPY 
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C39 A F. 


In this Chapter an Incident of a ſtriking 
Complexion begins to lay open and ex- 
plain the Text of our intended Narra- 
tive. The Reader will quickly ſee 
more of it. 


UR Doctor went on in the Im- 

provemene of his Peſtle and 
fine Perſon. The Harmony of the 
one, the Appearance and Addreſs of 
the other were audibly and viſibly in 
the Increaſe. He now began to look 
down upon the Undertakers and Sex- 
ton, the Parſon himſelf vouchſafes to 
be his Acquaintance, and often aſked 
him to his Houſe, nay even the rigid 
unmuſical Ironmonger began to ſoften 
his Severity; and, by the Help of a 
little black Wool ſtuffed into his Ears, 
our 
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our loud ſounding Syren had by De- 
grees leſs and leſs Influence over his 
litigious Temper, till at laſt he could 
(as the Saying is) fleep like the 
Smith's Dog under the Anvil, nay 
ſnore after Dinner, though then the 
medical Peal was in its higheſt Pa- 
roxyſm. 


But Chance, or Fortune, or Luck, 
or what you pleaſe to call it, would 
not ſuffer this Fiat Lux to be longer 
ſhut in from the World. He had, 
like his Brother the Sun, his Race to 
finiſh, and a gigantic Race it was in- 
deed, 


It often happens, that the ſmalleſt 


Springs give Motion to the largeſt Bo- 


dies, the ſlighteſt Cauſes bring the 


greateſt Effects to Birth. 


Lo! 
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Lo! Miſs Jenny, among the Multi- 
titude of her Experiments, could not 
forget ſome certain agreeable Inci- 
dents which happened on her Wed- 
ding-Night near Pancraſs; they were 
working in her Memory every now 
and then; and ſometimes they ſtruck 
the Organs of her Fancy. 


As all Excellence is founded in Re- 
lation, and Things are good and bad 
meerly from Compariſon, ſhe could 
not but give the Preference where it 
was certainly due: And Jenny thought 
herſelf a Judge; yea, ſhe was fre- 
quent in her Viſitation to the young 
Chevalier, but not in propria Perſena ; 
no, ſhe came accoutred in his own 
Coat, Hat, and Breeches; the two 
firſt of theſe Father Tedy had beſtowed 


On 
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on Mrs, Gibſon as Trophies of the 
Field near Pancraſi, the other under 
Articles were ſupplied by Jacł him- 
ſelf, in order to carry on his amorous 
Project. She came as a young Spark, 
who ſtood in Need of the Doctor's 
Help in certain Parts of his Profeſſion. 
The Doctor adminiſtred. The Cure 
went on as a Palliative only, for the 
Patient often relapſed. 


| Yack's Miſtreſs, about this Time, 
began to take ſharp Notice of his Do- 
ings. She watched him cloſe, and 
thought ſhe ſpyed ſamething odd in 
the Behaviour of his Friend and Pa- 
tient, ſomething that ſent her Fancy 
back a roving to Vinegar-Yard.. 


Sir Francis, Dick Eagle, and the 
Lord knows what, Jack, and his Pa- 


tient, 


T9 
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tient, uſed to go up into a back 
Room two pair of Stairs -high, in or- 
der to examine and compare Things 
together. Where, one unlucky Day, 
the Devil, in the Shape of Curiofity, 
prompted the Houſhold-Dove to fol- 
low up, and peep through a Chink. 
What was her Aſtoniſhment ? ſhe 
ſcreamed, ſhe clapped her Hands, ſhe 
cried out, The Villaine Dick Eagle 
hath undone him — Oh Huſband ! 
Huſband ! your Houſe is curſed — 
Mr. Brady, Sodom and Gomorrah — 
O you ſmock-faced Villain! Such a 
helliſh Prank, and I at Home too !— 
Oh Tack, Jack! —— But Newgate 
ſhall — 


Her Huſband now came running 
up, Why, what the Devil Madam's 
here? You'll frighten all the Pariſh ! 

| | 0 
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O the filthy Creatures, Huſband ! 
What a pocky Caſe ! — a Fiſtula per- 
haps, — 


The Devil's in the Woman. 18 
the Houſe on Fire? What's the 
Matter, Jack? 


III tell you, Sir, ſays Jack, 1 
ſpringing, at one Leap, he cleared the 
half Pace, then down he ran, and in 
a Moment reached the Street, leaving 
poor Jenny in her Maſquerade, to act 
her Part as well as ſhe could, He 
had an Uncle at Hoxton, near Moor- 


fields, who lives in the ſame Spot to 


this Hour: To him he ran and told his 
Story. 


'. Miſs Jenny, in the mean while, 


was on her Trial, Mrs, Brady's 
| Evi- 
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Evidence was point blank. The 
Judge was going to paſs Sentence, but 
Jenny begged a Moment's Reſpite, 
defired to ſpeak a Word in private 
ich Mrs. Brach, where the foon diſ- 
covered the naked Truth. She is ſent 
= to Tottle-fields to take the Air; where 
ſhe ruminates ſadly over the hempen 
Block, and curſes from her Heart her 
nuptial Night near Pancraſs. 


Vor. I. D 
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III. 


CHAP. 


1 Matters. now begin to grow ſerious, 

* and put on an Air of Conſequence. 
Tbe Story begins to look like Os 
But let us go on. | 


1 UR Door is kindly received 
| | by his Uncle, who adviſed him 
of all Things to return to his Maſter, 


No, ſays the Chevalier, that can 
| never be. I feel my Heart enlarge 
3 itſelf. Something tells me, Uncle, 
that I ſhall, one Day, make the World 
admire me. I'll ring no more the 
S Mortar, I have another Part to act. 
| Aſſiſt me to appear in proper Colours. 
| A Fortune I ſhall make, Sir. The 

Ladies will obſerve this Shape and Per- 


ſon, 
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ſon. A Mien like mine to ſtand be- 
hind a Counter ! 


In ſhort, his Uncle equipt him in 
the Habiliments of a young Phyſician, 
juſt going to open the Campaign; a 
large ty'd Periwig, a Suit of Sables, 
Scarlet Cloak, Cane and Sword, Ge. 
Se. 


With theſe medical Infignia, and 
his fine Perſon, now in the Bloom of 
Youth and Spirits, out he ſallies, 
and feels a ſecret Pride exulting at 
his Heart; his Pulſe beats high — 
a Fortune; a Coach and Six were 
ever preſent to his Fancy. Another 
Wixot with as warm a Frenzy, but 
a much more pleafing Countenance. 


D 2 He 
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He had not long purſued his Ad- 
ventures, before he was ſtruck by an 
agreeable young Lady, who had, it 
ſeems, more Merit than Fortune. 


Love is the firſt and moſt powerful 
of all Beings. Ambition, Avarice, and 
- the reſt are but Lackqueys in his 
Train. 


The Doctor pays him Homage. 
The Match is made at Blind-man's- 
buff, and he is married. But, alas 
the Honey Moon is melted down — 
his Fever is abated — he begins to 
ſtare about, and wonders where he 1s. 
He finds out, by Degrees, that a 
little Caſh might, have made his 
Yoke much more agreeable : But that 


was too vulgar an Enquiry for him 
before 
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before Marriage, and was now, alas! 
a fruitleſs one after it. 


He had got into Debt a good 
deal, and had no Wife's Portion 
to pay it with. His Mother however 
ſupplies him with ſeyeral Sums, from 
Time to Time. But ſhe ſoon found 
that the Doctor could ſpend more 
Thouſands than ſhe had Twentys :: 
Notwithſtanding ſhe let him have one 
Sum more ; the laſt he was ever to ex- 
pect from her. She gave him thirty: 
Guineas, to open his Way into St. 
Thomas's Hofpital as a young Surgeon,, 
where that excellent Artiſt Mr. Che- 
ſelden then preſided; from whom Che- 
valier Taylor received the firſt Rudi- 
ments of his Art as an Oculiſt, and 
to whom he was afterwards an Ho- 
nour. 


* 


ST 
SS) 


Being 


54 THE HISTORT OF 


Being now come to Age, he took 
Poſſeſſion of his Manſion-Houſe, as he 
called it; but, to his great Surprize, 
he found it mortgaged by his Mother, 
in order to defray the Charges of his 
Education. He ſells it for to hun- 
dred Pounds, promiſes his Mother her 
Moiety of that Sum; which, through 
Hurry or Inadvertence, he forgot to 
perform. And, in his great Genero- 
ſity, he gave his younger Brother a 
Shilling. 


A fine Shop is now preparing at Nor- 
wich. Drugs are ſent for from Lon- 
don, with an Apparatus for cutting for 
the Stone ; Midwifery, &c. &c. Fine 
Furniture was not forgot. But, before the 
elegant Doctor could open in form, he 


was attended with more Creditors than 
Paticnts. 
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Patients. Cutting for the Stone he ſoon, 
laid down, as his firſt Attempt | in that 
Way proved unſucceſsful, though the 


Proceſs was allowed, by good Judges, 


to be well purſued. 


The Doctor, as yet unhackny'd in 
the Ways of Men, had great Regard 
to his moral and profeſſional Charac- 
ters, notwithſtanding a few Family 
Slips. Midwifery he had not long 
purſued, having, it ſeems, a greater 
Propenſity to make pregnant, than to 
bring forth; as the firſt Operation, 
he ſaid, was abſolutely neceflary to- 
multiply the Species; whereas, in the 
other Caſe, Nature often did her own 
Buſineſs, without any Aſſiſtance from 
A. 


Though the Doctor had, at this 


Time under his Tuition, ſeveral gen- 
D 4 teel: 
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teel Pupils, who brought him in a 
round Sum; yet his profuſe Way of 
Living, in leſs than ſix Months, Goss 
him into Sanctuary, where he remain- 
ed, till his Creditors could be pre vail- 
ed upon to ſign a certain Iafrument, 
called Letter of Licenſe. 


During his . he got, by 
way of Amuſement, two Wenches 
with Child, while his Wife was buſy. 
abroad in conciliating his Creditors, 
One of the Girls was brought to-bed 
about a Fortnight before the other; 
when he found it no ſmall Difficulty 
to give Security to the Pariſh-Officers. 
He perſuaded the other, after her Ly- 
ing-in, being now upon the verge of a 
Decampment, to put on Boy's Cloaths, 
attend him as his Page, and fly off 
with him to Holland; which ſhe did. 

But 
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But an Accident there diſcovered her 
Sex, which obliged the Doctor to ſend 
her packing Home again, the Laws. 
in Holland being very ſevere againſt 
ſuch Maſqueradings.. 


The Doctor however broke the Ice, 
(as the Saying is) in this Country 
with ſome Succeſs. He reſtored to- 
Sight the Daughter of a rich Jeu, 
which the Faculty had given up as in- 
curable ; for which Exploit he was 
very well rewarded by her Father. 
But the Doctor thought himſelf, in 
Gratitude, obliged: to do ſomething. 
more for his Money; He laboured to 
clear up the Eye of her Mind, and by 
many feeling Arguments put ſtrongly: 
home to her, and prefſed upon her, 
was making her a Convert to Chriſtia- 
nity as faſt as he could. But the Doc- 

D 5 tor s. 
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tor's Zeal happened to be a little indif- 


creet: For the young Lady's Aunt 


overheard his Caſuiſtry one Day as ſhe 


went up Stairs, through the Means of 


a loquacious Bedſted; and being her- 


ſelf a Hebrew of the Hebrews, a 


Daughter of Abrabam in the right 
Line, ſhe ſoon apprized the Canaanite 
her Brother, what kind of Miſſionary 
he had got into his Family, 


Alarmed at the News, old Shylock 
was for putting him to. Death imme- 


diately. But his Wife, much more 


inclined to Mercy than he, oppoſed it 


by all Means, and adviſed to keep him 


in cloſe Confinement, till an Opportu- 
nity of ſending him abroad to the 
Eaft-Indies ſhould happen, which muſt 
ſoon be, as ſeveral Ships were get- 
ting ready to fail in a few Days for 

| that 
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that Country ; and then, ſays ſhe, he. 
may be diſpoſed of, without any Dan- 
ger to us, or our Daughter's Reputa- 
tion: To which Propoſal, Sbyloct, 

after ſome Difficulty, agreed; but ad- 
ded he, the Villain ſhall take. Ades 
every Day he ſtays here. 


8 whether the above Advice: 
given by the Wife, proceeded from: 
Prudence, Pity, or any other moral or 
human Principle, is, perhaps with the 
Doctor himſelf, no ſmall Matter of 
Doubt, ſince, by ſpelling and putting 
Things together, he has Reaſon to- 
ſuſpect, that certain Motives of quite a 
different Complexion were the real: 
Cauſe, But, be that is it may, our- 
Oculiſt is now in the Dark himſelf, . 
cloſely confined, where he fed upon 
the Bread of Affliction, and drank the 

D 6 Water. 
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Water of Bitterneſs for three whole 
Days together. On the fourth he faw 
Light, which, as Milton fays, ſerved 
only to diſcover 2 0 of Wee. 


Lo! now three Olive- coloured, ug- 
ly Ruffians entered his Dungeon, with 
rueful Looks, and with Lamps in their 
Hands. They lead him down a back 
Stair-caſe, into a deep and difmal Cel- 
lar, where he ſaw the angry Jew, his 
Wife and Siſter. He ſaw and trem- 
bled. When lo! a large capacious 
Copper Ciſtern ſtands ready to receĩve 
him. Thither the three Ruffians led 
him. Naked, as he was, except about the 
Middle, where ſomething like Adam's 


Figg-leaf did him the like Office, in i 
they hove him, and turned at once e 
upon him twenty Cocks, which, like I: 
the Cataracts of Nile, came ruſhing C 


from 
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from above, below, and round about | 
him. 


Now, ſays the Jew, thou vile Na- 
zarene pump or drown, — There 
was a Pump, and, with Emulation 
great as Hercules, the Doctor ſeized it. 
He labours now for Life — he coun- 
terworks the Cocks. — He cries aloud 
for Mercy: But Shyloc+ told him, if 
he loved Baptiſm, he had now Water 
enough to waſh away his foul Pollu- 
tions, — He toils, and is a Match for 
all the Currents. And now the Smoke, 
like Ætna's reeking Top, aſcends in 
Volumes from his Forchead, He 
keeps for once a Medium. His Com- 
ings-in and Goings-ont are nearly 
equal ; it could not laſt — the Bal- 
lance now is turned. How unlike his 
Coffers! A Plethory prevails, and he is 
N 
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oppreſſed by F ulneſs — the. Water ri- 
ſes, as his Sinews ſlacken - they mount 
pgs” ce to his Neck, Ah! there, 

ſays Shylock, - ſhould a: Halter lodge. 
They reach his Chin, Robey) ton 


And - now "the Wife crys out for 
Mercy. The Doctor is reprieved — 
they lay him at his length — they give 
him Breathing· time — they give him 
Gin — he riſes — they lead him to his 
diſmal Manſion. Three Days he un- 
derwent this watery Purgatory. 


The fourth, at Noon, his Crime. 
being now pretty well waſhed away, 
a ſmall Collation waits-upon him. He 
wonders much, and is refreſhed. That 
very Evening he is carried, gag'd and 
blinded, to a little Houſe near the 
Water-ſide, where he is again locked 

up, 
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up, but is much better treated, than 
at the Jew's: Here he paſſed a Part of 
the Night in no very comfortable 
Condition. 47 

The Horror of his late Puniſh- 
ment, and the Apprehenfion of ſome- 
thing worſe that might enſue; fat 
troubleſome upon his Mind. He has 
an eager longing after a Knowledge of 
Futurity — He wiſhes any Weight 
were thrown in, to fink the Scale of 
Certainty: For to him, in his preſent 
Situation, Suſpenſe, that neutral State, 
that Neither one Thing nor another, 
was much worſe than the moſt poſitive 
Evil that could happen. 


One Reflection till remained to 
comfort him, the Purity of his Inten- 
tion, and his filial Integrity which 

prompted 
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prompted him to bring over Proſelytes 
from all Religions to his ſpiritual Mo- 
ther, the Church of England. This 
was the Staff on which his Virtue 
leaned. In this he found a Prop for 
all Afffictions. Nay, he looked upon 
himſelf, in ſome Sort, to be a Mar- 
tyr ; and was determined to perſe- 
vere, 


In the midſt of theſe ſolemn Reflec- 
tions, what was his Amazement, to fee 
enter the Chamber, one of his Body- 
Guards, with a Sabre and a Lanthorn ; 
who commanded our Miffionary to 
riſe and follow him, without ſpeaking. 
one Word. The Doctor did ſo. He 
led him through back. Lanes and nar- 
row Streets, to where a Coach ſtood, 
at the Extremity of the Town ; then, 
pointing to him to ſtep into it, he 

made 
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made his — and ade was 
gone. 


The Doctor obeyed, and met in 
the Coach a gay young Chevalier, 
richly habited, who made a Sign to 
him to continue filent. The Coach 
roll'd away with Speed; and, when 
the Morning appeared, he found him- 


ſelf four Leagues from the City of 


Amſterdam. His Fellow- Traveller 
had been upon the reſerve till now; 
when, with the riſing Sun, he reveal- 
ed himſelf, and with equal Beauty 
ſhone upon the World. It was indeed the 
charming Deborah, the Doctor's Pa- 
tient and enlightened Proſelyte, that 
was her Name, the Jew's Daughter, 
who had contrived this Method. of 
Eſcape for her two-fold Phyfician. 
They embrace, rejoice = Oh ſuch. 4 

Change 
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of Fortune! They whirl on to the 


Hague, with Deſign to embark for 
England. 


3 had — 5 Care to ſecure a 
large Sum, with Diamonds of great 
Value. They are arrived — take 
Lodgings. — Our Chevalier lived with 
his lovely Convert, who walked in her 
Diſguiſe (of a young Gentleman of 
Quality) during their Abode in this 
agreeable Place. 


It was the Doctor's Lot (whoſe 
Life muſt be checquered) to meet, at 
a Viſit. which he made to a Clergy- | 
man, his Friend, a renegado Friar, of | 
the Order of St. Dominic, who; ha- 
ving fled from his Convent on meer 
religious Motives, came to Holland, to 
abjure the Popiſb, and embrace the 

Pro- 
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Proteſtant Communion. The Mini- 
ſter, to whom he addreſſed himfelf, 
promiſed to apply to the Government 
in his Favour. He told him, The 
Doctor was an earneſt good Proteſtant. 
and an Engliſhmen; to whom he 
might, with great Safety, unboſom 
himſelf. He adviſed him to lodge in 
the ſame Houle with the Doctor, till 
his Afﬀairs were ſettled. The Doctor 


invited him heartily to his Hotel, 


whither the Dutch Parſon, the French 
Friar, and the Uotquitarian Chevalier 
quickly repaired. 


The Friar ſoon appeared to be a 
Gentleman of fine Taſte and Learning, 
together with an Addreſs and Polite- 
neſs far above the Sphere of St. Do- 
minic. 


The 
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The Friar and the Doctor grew 


every Day more and more good 


Friends — they agree to fet out toge- 
ther for England. The Friar was far 
from being poor. A Fortnight paſſed 
in this agreeable Situation. The 
handſome Deborah ſtill making one of 
the Company, in Character of our 
Chevalier's Kinſman, Never did Dr, 
Taylor paſs a more agreeable Interval. 


The Friar, by this Time, had caſt 
his Coat, and appeared in a brilliant 
Habit, which beſt became him. He 
fung, he danced, was witty, told a 
Story admirably. He often amuſed 
himſelf with the Doctor's Couſin at a 
Game at Cheſs. He did every Thing 
with a Grace and Manner which 


ſpoke the higheſt Breeding, without 
the 
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the leaſt Pedantry. He ſaid, It was 
his Diſguiſe; for he expected every 
Moment to be purſued from France, 
as he was a Perſon of Family, and 
had renounced his Religion. 


In ſhort, Deborah and he ex- 
changed one Confidence for another; 
and, by unbuttoning a little, Debo- 
rab made no Scruple, at laſt, of let- 
ting the Friar into her whole Story. 
She begged his Advice and Aſſiſtance, 
which he gave, and promiſed her 
with great Gladneſs. They ſat whole 
Afternoons together; when the Friar, 
to divert his Anxiety, would make 
her ſame Tenders of Gallantry, not 
with any ſerious Intention to be ſute 
but rather as an Exerciſe of his Facul- 
ties, and to diſſipate the Lady's Cha- 


grine, But the next Chapter ſhall 
4 inform 
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inform you, how far his Philoſophy 
was a Match for his Love, and what 
followed in Conſequence thereof. 


— 


KF. . 


The Reader has now the Clue in his 
- Hand; and, without conjuring , 
; may gueſs at what follows in this | 
| | Chapter, But be ſhall know the 
Particulars. 


HIS friendly Traffick went 

on, it ſeems, with warm 
Succeſs; and refined itſelf into ſome- 
thing more ſeraphic than meer Good- 
will; or what the unfeeling Part of - 
Mankind call Friendſhip. There was | 
Sentiment, it's true, in this Exchange 
| of 
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of Kindneſs: But meer Sentiment is 
too cold a Commerce. The Pathetic 
and the Heart muſt be infuſed. The 
Friar himſelf explained it all, and put 
his Leſſon into Practice with great 


Energy of Soul; nor was Deborah a 
whit behind in her Proportion; as 


the Chevalier himſelf, with ſome E- 


motion, was ſoon convinced of, at his 


Return from viſiting his Friend the 
Clergyman; who charged him with 
ſome important Meſſage to the Friar: 
For he was now purſued from France. 


I fay, the Chevalier, coming to his 
Lodgings in great Haſte, and ſtepping 


up Stairs to acquaint his Friend with 


what he heard, he there ſurprized De- 
borab and Father Dominic much in the 
ſame Attitude and Employment that 
Mrs. Brady had ſeen him and his 

| Bride 


„ 
: 
4H 
4 
ol 
U 
„ 
* 


732 THE HISTORY, OF 


Bride Jenny in. The Doctor, no 


ſtrict Votary to Virtue himſelf, felt 
upon this Occaſion a kind of Reſent- 
ment, that aroſe rather from Intereſt 
than Principles ; | 


Deborab had got ſome Hold on 5 
Affections and Gratitude, and the Fri- 
ar an his Friendſhip; bath which he 
found a little troubleſome to part with 
at one Pluck. He was tempted to 
break open the Door, for that was lock- 
ed, and reck his Vengeance at a Blow. 
But Prudence this once put herſelf be- 
tween him and his Paſſion. He fret- 
ted, pauſed, conſidered, and ſo went 
down Stairs again with full Reſolu- 
tian to tell the Parſon what a hopeful 
Pair of Proſelytes . had got in 


band. 


He 
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He no ſooner turned the Corner 
of the Street, than he met with one 
O Farrel, an Iriſþ Gentleman then 
in the French Service, whom he 
knew formerly in London; where he 
healed up ſeveral Scars received by 
the Captain in the Wars of Venus. 


O Farrel embraced him with great 
Shew of Friendſhip; and told him, 
There was a Countryman of his, an 
Eccleſiaſtic of great Diſtinction, with 
whom he would make him acquaint- 
ed; and begged the Honour of his 
Company to dine with them that 
Day, if not engaged. | 


The Doctor made no Scruple to 
comply, in hopes it might diſſipate 


E the 


Vol. I. 
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the Chagrin his late Diſcovery had 
occaſioned. — So together they went 
to a Tavern, where they dined very 
chearfully, and drank a Bottle of the 


beſt. 


O Farrel, as he grew warm, told 
the Doctor, he would acquaint him, 
in Confidence of his Friendſhip, with 
an Affair of ſome Moment; not 
doubting in the leaſt of his Advice 


and Aſſiſtance, 


To which Taylor anſwered, Say 
on, and never doubt me. 


Then ſays O Farrel, J am to tell 
you, Sir, that my Friend the Cler- 
gyman and I are come into Holland, 
in purſuit of a Gentleman, a Brother 


of 
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of his Order, who has unhappily 
eloped from his Convent. But that 
is not all, added the Captain; he 
has carried off with him, a Sum of 
Money, and Jewels of great Value, 
the Property of a young Lady, his 
own Kinſwoman: For indeed he is 
come of a very good Family. And 
this ugly Slip, ſays he, will be a great 
= Diſgrace to his Family, and his Order 
_ beſide, I would give a good deal to 
hear of him. 


The Doctor inftantly ſmoked the 
Affair; and aſked them ſome leading 
Queſtions. Every Thing tally'd. ex- 
actly. They drew the Friar's Picture 
to a Hair. an aldehust ob a N 
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And now our Chevalier's Mind 
began to work. He held a Council 
within. There Jealouſy and Reſent- 
ment opened the Cauſe in Favour of 
O Farrel and his Friend. They 
pleaded warmly. But, on the other 
Hand, Honour, Friendſhip, and Gra- 
titude would needs be heard too. 
They made ſome Impreſſion; and the 
Ballance now was almoſt equal. 


When O Farrel's Friend, per- 
ceiving the Doctor's Suſpenſe, told him 
with great Frankneſs, that he judged 
him to be more a Gentleman and a 
good Chriſtian, than to refuſe his Aid 
in ſo laudable an Affair, as bringing 
a foul Criminal to Juſtice: So ſaying, 
he * from his — a Ring of 

fome 
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ſome Value, which he begged the 
Doctor would accept of; Day, he put 
it on himſelf, 


— 


This was too much — this turned 


the Scale. And Father Dominic and 


Miſs Deby were bath miſſing the next 
Day. The Thing made a Noiſe. — 
The Parſon, enquiring at the Lodg- 
ing, was told, That the Chevalier 
went out in the Morning, but did 


not return as uſual to Dinner; but 


ſent a Coach in the Evening with an 


Invitation to the two Gentlemen to 
ſup with him at a Tavern. 


The Parſon applied to the Govern- 
ment, who offered a Sum for bring- 
ing back the Friar; and ordered all 
the Roman Catholic Clergy 1 in that Diſ- 
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trict to be put into cloſe Confine- 
ment, till Father Dominic was forth 
coming. 


The Doctor took to his Heels, 
well knowing that the Conſequence 
would be fatal to him. He took 
Shipping with a good round Sum in 
his Pocket, and landed in England, 
with a Mixture in his Mind of Tri- 
umph and Remorſe, 


CHAP. 
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CH A Fo: 'V.; 


Here the Scene is changed; and the 
Subject, it is hoped, will not be leſs 
entertaining in the Sequel, 


E appears grand; and. made 
ſome Progreſs in his Fame for 
giving Light, with other profeſſional 
Feats : For he practiſed yet as a Phy- 
ſician and Surgeon. 


In general he became more and more 
extravagant. He grew giddy with Suc- 
ceſs, and overſhot all Bounds, — He 
is again brought low in Fortune. 
When meeting with a Mountebank 
in the Weſt of England, he agreed 

E 4 to 
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to join him with all the Stock of 
Knowledge, Effrontery, Dexterity, 
Elocution and Addreſs, which he had 
gathered up on the Continent and 
elſewhere. 


No General was ever better qua- 
lified to take the Field, than was our 
Doctor to mount the Stage itinerant, 


Bills were printed for the firſt Time, 
and handed about, thoſe conſtant Po- 
ſtillions of his Fame, his Forerunners 
ever after; to ſignify that a regular 
bred Artiſt, out of meer Humanity, 
had, for the firſt Time, condeſcend- 
ed to appear on high, for the public 
Good. He had prepared an elaborate 
aud eloquent Oration, which Fate 
aud a rainy Day hindered him from 

| deliver- 
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delivering. But as the Original is 
in our Hands, we will give it the 
Reader in the Words that follow : 


The Meuntebank's & beech, 


HE Nature of Good, my 

worthy Countrymen, is to 
communicate itſelf. Good is a com- 
municative Thing. Good is net ſelf- 
iſh, or ſolitary. Good is no Good, 
except it is diffuſed. Good, like 4 
Dunghill, is good for nothing, till it 
is ſpread about ; and for the Matter 
of that, no more is a Heap of Gold 
itſelf. 


This Remark the Banker and the 
Huſbandman will judge a good one. 
E 5 The 
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The Mifer may perhaps put in his 
Exception ; but my Lord Bacon and 
the Gold Finder will both tell him, 
that he lies. And, what is Gold; 
or even Dung itſelf, a much more 
uſeful Commodity? I fay, what is 
either of them, or both of them, 
when they are compared to the Ma- 
nure of the Mind? when they are 
compared to Knowledge, to ſaving 
Knowledge; ſuch ſaving Knowledge 
is the greateſt Good of Mortals ? 
Gold, and Dung, are Creatures of 
the Earth; Knowledge is the Child of 
Heaven. A Thief may ſteal the 
Gold, and Farmers carry off the 
Dung; but, Gentlemen, no Thief, 
but Death, can rob you of your 
Knowledge. 


Know- 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 83 


Knowledge is your own; a Trea- 
ſure within you, which can never 
be made leſs * ſharing it with a 
Friend. 


That's another Point, in which it 
flogs your Gold. He that has Know- 
ledge, and will not communicate, is 
the worſt of Miſers. Knowledge is 
the Food of the Mind, and the Me- 


dicine of the Body. 


But, muſt a Man of Skill, therefore; 
keep a Preacher's or a Chemiſt's Shop, 
fat ſtill, and expect his Neighbours to 
come in with their Money and purchaſe 
by the Pound? No, Gentlemen, a 
Man of benevolent Parts, who loves: 
the World, muſt go abroad, muſt 

E 6 travel, 


bis Counter, exchanging his Droſs 
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travel. with his Ware; not like a fat 
old, rich Brazier, who fits behind 


for real Gold. No, Sirs, but like an 
honeſt Tinker, who trots about from 


Place to Place, who rings his Braſs, 


and brings the Bees together. He 
can mend the Houſewife's leaky Ket- 
tle in her own Sight and Hearing; 
and her Huſband: too may ſee him de 


it. — 


. Pariſh Parſons are lazy Fellows. 
Once a Week, indeed, they open 
Houſe, ſerve up the ſame old-faſhioned 
Meſs, and- all the Country, far and: 
near, muſt come nn for- 


footh, 
TS: The 
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The trading Juſtice is another ſe- 
dantary Rogue, who leans upon his 
Elbow in his Office, and makes the 
Bible do the Devil's Work. 


The Apothecary, Gentlemen, is a 
Knave, who keeps his Poilen in a 
Heap, and makes it ftill more rank, 
by lying long together. 


The Mountebank, my Friends, or 
eines Air; they travel with himſelf, for 
Health; and what they gain by going 
about, they give. 


The Mountebank's the Man of far 
ving Knowledge. He'll keep no 
Shop neither, like the Preacher, 
; Chemiſt, 
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Chymiſt, Brazier, Parſon, trading 
Fuſtice, or Apothecary, theſe local, 
lazy Weeds, that fatten and rot upon 
the Ground they cumber, 


The Mountebank is like the Tink- 
er in his Trudge, the Judge upon 
his Circuit, the Biſhop in his Viſita- 
tion, the Doctor in his Cbuntry Call, 
and Whitefield in his Province, — 


The Mountebank, or Travelling- 
Doctor is like the Sun, the Patron of 
his Art, he ſhines out far and near; 
he blazes as he travels. 


Public Spirit, among the Greeks 
and Romans, was reckoned the high- 


eſt Virtue, The Perſon who poſſeſſed 
that 
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that noble Quality, was called a Pa- 
triot. | 


A Man might be a Patriot; in thoſe 
Days, without ſtirring much abroad. 
If he travelled to the Town- Houſe, - 
from ſome neighbouring Street, and 
there got up upon what they called, 
a Roſtrum, or ſomething made of 
old Ship's Rudders, and talked an 
Hour or ſo, about Corruption, Liber- 
ty, and the King of Parthia, his 
Work was done at once; the Alder- 
man was dubb'd a Patriot, and all the 
Neighbours worſhipped him. How 
cheap was Honour purchaſed in thoſe 
Days? In latter Ages the Thing was 
better underſtood, when the princely 
Faſhion of Knight-Errantry firſt pre- 
vailed in the World, Then did the 

true 
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true public Spirit kindle up the Souls 
of Heroes, pious Sons of Hardy hood 
and Honour, to ſally forth in Defence 
of Innocence oppreſſed and injured 
Virtue, forſaking all for Honour's 
ſake, and wedding as it were their 
Virtue to the public Good; not like 
our modern Militia, who grumble at 
loſing Sight of their own Dunghills, 
Theſe Gentlemen bid farewel to all 
domeſtic Allurements, Foreſts, Heaths, 
inchanted Caves, and Caſtles, Giants, 
Rogues and Robbers, and all the In- 
ſtruments and Powers of Darkneſs ; 
with theie they waged inceſſant War, 
in ſpite of Hunger and Cold, in ſpite 
of Toit and Danger, in ſpite of bro- 
ken Heads and broken Ribs, they ſtill 
." rode on triumphant; they were Ho- 
Rour s true Apoſtles ; nay they ſuffer- 
ed 
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ed Martyrdom in fighting for that 


Goddeſs, The renowned Ryixote will + 


inform you mace. 


What think you then, Gentlemen, 
of us who ſtand before you in this 
exalted Light? What think you, Sus, 
of me, who trampling on all Temp- 
tations, to fit ſtill ſpurning at Wealth 
and Grandeur, Diſtinction and Ap- 
plauſe; who, I ſay, in ſpite of all 
this, have made myſelf a Footſtool of 
theſe very Motives, in Order to raiſe 
me up to this exalted Station? 


I am now the talleſt Man among 
five Thouſand. 1 look down upon 
you all, but it is with the Eyes of 
Pity and Compaſſion for your many 
Ailments and Infirmitics, My heal- 

| ing 
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ing Dews ſhall ſoon deſcend upon you, 
My Medicine, like the Manna in the 
Wilderneſs, ſhall fall in Showers 
around you, and reſtore your Peace, 


I am the Man of Knowledge, 
mentioned as above, who ſcorned to 
fit at Home, and deal it out in Seru- 
ples. 


Jam the communicative Man, who 
gives it to his Friends in Handfuls. 
My Manna I ſpread about, my Gold I 
circulate; my Virtue ſhall revive you, 
my Knowledge ſhall preſerve you. 


I am your Champion in the Cauſe 
of Health, I trample down the Dra- 
gon called Diſeaſe, I pull out his 


Sting and ſend him ſoon a packing. 
No 
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No Hoſpital ſhall ſtand hereafter, 
with Charity on the Face, and Kna- 
very in the Heart, No Lazar-Houſe, 
theſe Sores of Honeſty, ſhall hence 
infect the Land, and rob the Purſes 
of the Public to bolſter up the Lazy, 
and the Ignorant. No, Gentlemen, 
theſe Citadels of Fraud ſhall ſoon be 
ſcattered. 


Behold the Bullet that ſhall demo- 
liſh them. This Pill, this mighty 
Pill, when ſhot from the Artillery of 
my Knowledge, ſhall lay them all in 


Rubbiſh. 


This Bullet ſhall deſtroy that Py- 
thon the Apothecary, and Health and 
Honeſty ſhall fing afreſh through the 
Land, 

This 
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This Pill ſhall counteract Pandora's 
Box, and drive away all phyſical and 
moral Evils; that is, Gentlemen, all 
Diſeaſe and Doctors. No Rock ſhall 
then remain; no French Diſtemper, 
no Pill, or Drop, excepting mine, 
ſhall ſoon be heard of; no glittering 
Equipage to dazzle vulgar Eyes; no 


boiſterous Eloquence to ſtun their 


Ears. This little Pill ſhall do the 
Work in Silence, It is a World of 


healing Virtue, a Globe of ſalutary 


Good]; nor need you dig into its Bow- 
els for the precious Balm, it is all but 
one continued Virtue unmixed, one 
pure Elixir unalloyed, the Surface and 
the Center are the ſame; it is a Uni- 
verſe of Good, the true Catholicon 
of Man, 


Let 
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Let no Horrors henceforth hang 
upon the fierce Embrace of rapid 
Lovers, or damp their extatic Joy 
with Apprehenſions of the foul Diſ- 
eaſe, This little Nofrum is your 
Sword and Buckler; this ſhall beat 
down every French Antagoniſt, This 
is your Palladium, This precious 
Shield was dropped from Heaven. 
This Heal-ſtone of the friendly At- 
moſphere. 


Jamess Powders are not more po- 
tent in their Province, that Foe to 
Fevers. 


But mark me, Sirs, this little Pill 

is like the King of Pruſſia. It is a 
Match for many. It reſembleth, in 
9 
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its Power, the Rod of Aaron. It 
ſwalloweth up all other Medicines and 
Diſeaſes too. It is in that Reſpect the 
Gulph of all human Care. 


Conſider then, my Countrymen, 

had J ſat ſtill at Home, and kept 
this mighty Secret to myſelf, what 
would become of the Bulk of Man- 
kind? One City, or Town, perhaps 
had reaped the Benefit of this amazing 
Medicine, a Medicine of more Utility 
to Mankind than all the Longitudes, 
and perpetual Motions in the World. 
I fay, this ineſtimable Pill might then 
have rendered immortal a Pariſh or 
two. Perhaps that is the narrow Cir- 
cle of my own particular Cuſtomers, 
whilſt all the Sons and Daughters of 


Adam beſides, were left a Prey to A- 
pothe- 
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pothecaries, Quacks, Diſeaſe and 
Death. Ah! what a dreadful Con- 
ſequence muſt have followed ſuch a 
local Caſt of Mind in me: But, 
Thanks to Heaven, my Dwelling is 
the Univerſe. 


The World's a wiſe Man's Home. 
What a Wretch were I, if the Love of 
Money, or the Love of Eaſe had fix- 
ed me, like a Pump or Pillory, to 
one ſordid Spot! No, Gentlemen, 
a ſtrong Philanthropy had ſeized my 
Heart. I looked abroad with Pity 
on my Kind — my Bowels yearned 
on the human Race. In ſhort, I fold 
off all, joined with Dr. Green ; 
and here I ſtand before you, in the 
Prime of Youth and Vigour, with all 
my Faculties of Mind and Body in 
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their utmoſt Prime, at their vertic 
Point of high Perfection: Every 
Thought and Sentiment, every Joint 
and Member I conſecrate to public 
Uſe. Myſelf, and all I have, I dedi- 
cate to you. 


Alcides, in his Time, was ſuch a 
Man as I am. His Knowledge, Cou- 
rage, Virtue, Strength, his Club, and 
and all were offered to his Country's 
Service, He travelled far and near, 
and made the World the better for 


him. 


Eſculapius himſelf, the Father of 


the Faculty, was a Sort of Mounte- 
bank: He went about, its true, on 
Foot; nor is it fully clear, that he 


mounted any Stage ; Tradition there 
is 


Dr. JOHN TAT LO. 97 
is ſomething doubtful, But he went 
2bout, he cull'd his Simples, and he 
milked his Goats, adminiſtring as he 
went from Town to Town ; nor did 
his Dog remain behind him, He 
dreamt not of a gilded Chariot, or a 
ſhining Fee; nor was he. warmed by 
a chymic Fire. He 'never. heard a 
Mortar ring in all his Life. A Clyſ- 
ter-Pipe was then as little known as 
Printing. 


It is a Doubt among the learned, 
if ever A/culaptus felt a Pulſe, or not. 
In this they all agree, he did not cure 
a Clap. Aſculapius, Sirs, was no- 
thing, if compared to me. And let 
me ſpeak it out, the breathing Tribe 
of all his preſent Sons this little Pill 
ſhall ſuperſede, The Faculty ſhall 

Vol. I. F fall, 
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fall, and Funerals ſhall be ſcarce. 
The Sexton, in Deſpair, ſhall throw 
his Spade aſide, and dance about with 
Bear and Fiddle. The Parſon ſhall 
feed on Chriſtnings and Weddings, 
The Wedding Muſic and the Morn- 
ing Drum ſhall oft be heard; but 
ſeldom, ſeldom ſhall the Paſſing-Bell 
athwart the evening Concert toll, and 
mix Mortality with Muſic. The Un- 
dertakers then ſhall all turn Dancing- 
Maſters; and Doctors play upon the 
Pipe and Tabor. Their moral Ca- 
terers, the juſt Apothecaries, ſhall 
fling their Gallipots upon the Dung- 
hill, fell Salloop, at Corners, to Shoe- 
blacks, and to Strand-Walkers; or 
open Cook's-Shops in Porrage-I1/iand, 
Vinegar-Yard, and Long-Ditch, Wejt- 
minſten; inſtead of Pills and Drugs, 
to 
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to dreſs up Beef and Cabbage for Car- 
men, and for Porters. 


Oh! what a Falling-off is this ! 
How many Volumes then ſhall greedy 
Vulcan ſwallow? What Vaticans of 
medical Report ſhall then be filent ? 
How poor Hypotheſis ſhall bleed ? 
I ſpeak to you, the Attorneys of the 
Faculty, you Clyſter-giving Tribe: I 
ſee you grin with murky, lowring 
Looks, with meagre, cloudy, gallows 
Faces; your Chariots ſhall come 
down ; you'll foot about again in ſultry 
Weather, and turn the Tallow in 
your Face to red. You'll give good 
Pennyworths in the Strand again ; 
that's the Market for Salloop. 


F 2 How 
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How Gueſs-work now ſhall go to 
wreck! How hoar Credulity ſhall 


drop her Looking-Glaſs and SpeQa- 


cles, and grope about for ſomething 
certain! How vain Authority ſhall 
then look blank ! when Learning, 
urg'd by Truth, ſhall. open but her 
muſty Roll, and fling the ſtale Com- 
miſſion, by fome few Exceptions, in 
this general Wreck. — Merit, immor- 
tal Merit, makes Sages, that are Proof 
to Fire; whoſe Books are incumbuſti- 


ble, end only with the World ſhall | 
burn. 


J fee the Hand of pure, impartial 
Criticiſm . cull them from among the 
Heaps of Tinder, juſt catching at the 
Flame, and place them high upon 

the 
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the ſame Shelf with Bacon, Lock. and 
Tully, with Addiſon and Plato; theſe 
Authors are but few who eſcape the 
fiery Trial, the Engliſh ones I mean; 
and Foreigners, I fear, are fewer till ; 
the Names I think are, Sydenham, 
Freind, Welkoowd, Garth, and Mede, 
theſe of former Times. The preſent 
Sons of Practice are equal in their 
Claim, and ſhall live as long as they 
did ;. that is, till they die. But then 
their Works ſhall ſtay behind them, 


and look as freſh as theirs at Doom's- 
Day. 


Let me ſee, in this Hurry, none 
but Firſt-rates will be viſible. O, 
aye, there's Hulſe and Heberden, ſa- 
gacious, learned Nugent, and my live- 
ly Name's ſake Taylor, a poliſhed lit- 
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the Gem ; theſe may go on out of 
meer Decency, while they chuſe; but 
the Buſineſs drops with them. They 
mult not propagate. 


What a wonderful working Pill is 
this! — The Doctors and the Water- 
men ſhall be uſeleſs ſoon alike; the 


one, when the new Bridge is built; 


and the other, when I have got my 
Patent. Why, I ſhall drive theſe Fellows 
out of Faſhion, as the Muſquet did the 
Bow and Arrow, My Bullet here, this 
little Pill is worth a thouſand Archers, 
Theſe Sons of Plabus ſhall ſhoot their 
Shafts no more againſt the Moon, and 
wound the Patient's Pocket, 


My honeſt Battery is levelled at the 


whole Alliance of all human Mala- 
dies. 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 
dies. Down they go, at one invinci- 
ble Broadſide. What need ſo many 
Ways to diſpatch poor Touſer, ſince 
one will do? 


Brevity in Buſineſs, Gentlemen, is 
the Life of Trade, What Statues, 
Sirs, what Columns ſhall be reared 
to me! But not at Saw, at Bri/tol, 
or at Bath, nor yet at Leyden, My 
Trophies ſhall aſcend in Cities full of 
Luxury, where riots Joy, where Ve- 
nus, Bacchus, and the Muſes make their 
lov'd Abode, where Pleaſure reigns 
unſoil'd by Care, and Mirth and Fan- 
cy ſweeps the gay Horizon; that is, 
they'll like me better at Sc. James's 
End of the Town, than at Wite- 
Chapel; at Arthur's, better than at 
Lloyd's: Though now of late, as 

F 4 Things 
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Things have taken a Turn, 'tis hard 
to tell the Courtier from the Pedlar ; 
the Exchange, forſooth, is like the 
Drawing-Room, though a little auk- 
ward in the Copy, as once the Aſs 
would imitate the Spaniel, When 
Tradeſmen's Wigs are hung with 
empty Bags to them, I tremble for 
their Heads and Pockets. 


Should old Sir Thomas Greſham ani» 
mate his Gotbic Statue, and look from 
thence upon his metamorphos'd Acre, 
he would bleſs himfelf, and think, 
that all America had ſent her mimic 
Tribes to practiſe Counting-Houle 
Congees, where Walſingbam and Bur- 
teigh uſed to meet; for they would mix 
with Merchants. Merchants are the 


Pillars of the State, robuſt and plain, 
the 


* 
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the Tuſcan or the Doric if you will. 


Their Office is to ſtand abroad, to 


bear up the Weight of all the incum- 


bent Palace, The ſoft, exuberant, 


Corinthian; or the 'Harlot- decked; 


wanton, proud Compoſite, ſhould' 


rank for idle Ornaments within, and 
not ſupport. Tear off, ye Sons of 


Traffic, theſe gaudy good-for-nothing 


Trifles; give them back again to 
French Lacquies, to Fencing-Maſters, 


to fifth-rate Players, to Opera Things. 


Let not a Citizen be ſeen to wear 


them. Let the Citizen rejoice in this. 
This is his Shirt of Mail, his Shield 
and Buckler in the Walks of Covent- 
Garden, his Viaticum, his Antidote, 
his Safeguard in that Epiſode of. 


Peril. 


E This 


i 
| 
| 
| 


106 THE HISTORY OF 


This Pill, this fingle Pill is worth 
a Plumb on the other Side of Temple- 
Bar. The aldermanic, ſober Mer- 
chant, with this Preventive in his 
Pocket, may viſit the Exchange in 
Bow-Street without an oiled Surtout ; 
He may traffic in all Weathers, and 
take Jenny Douglas at her Word ; nor 
need he dread a Quarantine at Home. 
No Family faſts on that Account, 
Ineſtimable Pill! It is Love's Inſu- 
rance-Ticket, given out at Cupzd's 
own Fire-Office. It is an Amulet. 
It is a Miracle of Military Virtue, at 
perpetual War with every Thing that 
gives Diſeaſe. 


How the Rheumatiſm, Gravel, Gout 
and Cholic, with all the veteran Pha- 


lanx, 
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lanx, and the light - armed Troops, 
the whole cronic Camp, with every 
black Battalion, ſhall lay their dreaded 
Banners at my Feet, and beg for ſoft- 
Conditions; but Hah! this envious Rain 
ſeems to take their Part, and is indeed 
their old Confederate. But let it de- 
luge on; not all the Elements, with: 
Luxury combined, ſhall ſtand againſt 
this Pill; nay, not all the Faculty to, 
aid them, and their deſtructive Equi- 
page to boot. 


But the Rain, I ſee; will ſcatter us. 
It may prevent my Eloquence, but not: 
my Art. You need not fear a Cold ;, 
here is your Riding-Coat and Boots. 
But ſtill it comes down faſter.. The: 
Prince of Air has Notice of my 
Pill, and takes this Method to prevent 
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its Virtue; it is like his ancient Pranks. 
Some Conjurer has ſet him on. Aye, 
it thunders too — it is Time to go — 
J have got no Shield againſt Light- 
ning. That Laurel is to ſpring. 
Hah, hah, that Flaſh came near my 
Whiſkers, We muſt break up. There's 
a Rattle for you! How it rumbles 
round. the hollow Cieling! Another 
big Broad-ſide — down I come — tis 
Time to houſe — it ſpoiled my fine 


Oration — but my Pill is dry, 


Farewel, my honeſt Gentlemen 
and worthy Friends. Remember what I 
have ſaid —ThisStorm has broke in upon 
me — We'll meet again on Saturday. 


Here 
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SA VA 


Here our Incidents are ſhifting Time 
and Place continually; which will 


afford a checquered Tale indeed. But 
the Reader will not take our Word, I 
hope. 


# 


A Gentleman of the Faculty, in 
that Neighbourhood, had the 

Curiolity to find who this regular 
Adventurer could be. He meets the 
Doctor, and diſcovers in him ſo much 
real Merit, that he perſuaded him of 
all Things to check the Ambition 
which ſpurred him to aſcend the 
Stage, And finding Neceflity was as 
much 
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much in Fault as the Doctor's Inclina- 
tion, he generouſly lent him a Sum of 
Money to ſet up once more with, and 
reſcued, by that Means, our incom- 
parable Artiſt from the Brand of a 
common Mountebank. 


Here he ſtood his Ground about 
fixteen Months, as Phyſician, Apo- 
thecary and Surgeon. But meeting 
with a Farmer's Daughter at a neigh- 
bouring Village, which Mr. Cbeſelden 
had reſtored to Sight, it had the ſame 
Effect upon him that the Statue of 
Alexander at Rhodes had upon Julius 
Cz/ar ; his Soul diſtended at the Sight 
— he felt the God within him — he 
kindles with the Love of Glory, ſells 
off his Shop and Surgeon's Implements, 


that vulgar Apparatus; he pays the 
Gen- 
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Gentleman the Sum he lent him, 
and with the few remaining Pieces ſets 
off in a Coach and four, very early in 


the Morning. 


He commences Oculiſt ſolely, re- 
nouncing all Commerce with any me- 
chanic and degrading Profeſſions, as 
he called them. He writes a Treatiſe 
upon Cataracts, which was ſoon re- 
publiſhed, and dedicated, in a very | 
pompous Stile, to the late Queen. 


He travels Northward like the Sun, 
giving Light and Joy. 


In his Journey he performed ſeveral 
amazing Cures, at Neu- Caſtle and elſe- 
where. 


He 
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He paſſes the Tweed, followed and 
preceeded with Fame and Applauſe. 
He enters Scotland, aſcends the Capi- 
tal, gets Money in Handfuls, lectures 
in Public, makes a fine Diſplay of his 
Eloquence and Diamond Ring. He 
pays his Addreſſes to a young Lady, 
' who had a handſome Fortune, for that 
Country, and made Advances towards. 
Matrimony, 


Her Uncle, a Kirk Miniſter, and a 
wary Man, in whoſe Hands her For- 
tune lay, had a ſharp. Look-out. He 
writes to a Friend at the Batb, who 
knew the Doctor's Story; is immedi- 
ately anſwered, that the Doctor has 
been married many Years; that his 
Wife is living, together with a hand- 

ſome: 
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fome Boy a Son of his. All this, ſays 
the Bath Friend, I know te be true. 
The Son is now at School in Ken/ing- 
ton, and his Wife lodges with my Re- 
lation at G ea. f 


The young Lady, it feems, had 
made a private Treaty with the Doc- 
tor, and they were juſt upon the Brink 
of ſigning and fealing, when her Un- 
cle ſhews her the Letter; and, ſending 
for the Doctor, he did him the ſame 
Favour, which ſo thunder-ſtruck our 
detected Chevalier, that he confeſſed 
the whole Matter, ſaid he meant no- 
thing more than a little Amuſement, 
begged ten thouſand . and 
ruſhed into the Street. 


Edin 
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Edinborough is now too hot for him, 
He ſcampers off that Night, and takes 
Shipping for Ireland. He lands at 
Dublin — is well received — gives a 
Syllabus — lectures in Public gratis. 


Here he is followed by People of 
Faſhion who invite and careſs him; 
for, bating a little of the Knight-Er- 
rant, which from our Doctor is inſepa- 
rable, there was ſomething whim- 
fical and not diſagreeable mixed with 
his Manner. His Style, though it 
ſometimes bordered upon the Bur- 
leſque, yet his Deportment was ſo ra- 
pid and ſhining, one had not Time 
to reckon the Ridiculous, it was car- 
ried off in the Vortex of his Elocu- 
tion, which made an Impreſſion tho! 
| ſingular 
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fingular indeed, yet not unpleaſing ; 
it puts one in Mind of the Poem, cal- 
led, The Splendid Shilling. 


Here he met with Money, Polite- 
neſs, and Hoſpitality. But his left- 
handed Genius could not ſtand by and 
ſee him ſucceed ſo well without daſh- 
ing his Cup with a little Bitter. 


He meets with an unfortunate Rub. 
A young Gentleman, under his Care, 
had by his own Miſconduct, in get- 
ting Cold, and an Inflammation in 
Conſequence, loſt the Uſe of one of his 
Eyes. He was a Member of the Uni- 
verſity, and a Perſon of Family, 


He with his Friends affected to hope 


that his Caſe was not deſperate. 
They 
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They invite Dr. Taylor to meet, 
at the Gentleman's Chambers, two 
learned Men of the Faculty, in Order 
to conſult what more could be done 
for the Patient. The Doctor attends, 
dreſſed in a Suit of rich Velvet. He 
is received at the Stait-foot by a Per- 
fon in a black Gown, who hands him 
up into a large Room, hung with 
Cloth of the ſame Colour; where 
one Funereal Lamp afforded a Kind of 
Darkneſs viſible, which quickly ſerved 
to diſcover Sights of Woe; for now 
the Gentleman had left him, and was 
ſoon ſucceeded by a Dozen frightful 
Spectres in the Shape of Furies, who 
made a dreadful Velling in his Ears, 
one of them continually crying out, 
Oh, Taylor, Taylor, give me back my 

Eyes. 
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Eyes. They ſpit Fire at him, and 
play a thouſand horrid Pranks.” The 
Doctor thinks himſelf in Luctfer's Sal- 
loon, when preſently his Body is in- 
verted, his Heels are drawn up to'the 
Cieling, and his Head now pointing 
to the Center, when lo! a large Cedar 
Reſervoir is thrown open very near his 
Noſe, and ſtirred up from the Bottom 
by a Dozen reeking red hot Pokers. 
Reader, imagine what ſavoury Exha- 
lations muſt aſcend; it ſtupified his 
earthly Senſes. 


Overcome by ſuch exceſſive Odour 
he hung intranced. All Marks of Life 
were fled, ſeeing, hearing, nay ſmel- 
ling are to him but Things indiff- 
erent ; ſo totally abſtracted was his 
Senſorium, 

The 
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The Fiends relent, they let him 
down at laſt, He lies motionleſs a- 
while, with ſtaring Eye-Balls and with 
lolling Tongue. 


They let in Air. He returns un- 
willing to the hated Light. He 
breathes, he groans, he ſnorts, he 
cries out, Murder. The Watchmen, 
to. whom he is now conſigned, take 
Poſſeſſion of the fymigated Doctor. 
They bear him to the Round - Houle, 


One Comfort ſtill among his Suf- 
| ferings ſtuck by him; his Money, 
Watch, his Diamond Croſs and Ring 
were all ſafe. They were, indeed, a 
little tarniſhed, and ſuffered, like him- 
ſelf, a ſad Eclipſe. He took Snuff 


immea- 
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immeaſurably, and-caſt about his aro- 
matic Eſſence. Nothing could ſweet- 
en his polluted Fancy. The Cedar 
Cheſt and fiery Pokers were ſtill reek- 
ing in his Brain, He wiſhed for the 
Dutchman Ciſtern and all its ruſhing 
Streams. His Imagination ſtunk. Not 
all Arabia could perfume that Box. 


The Watchmen, nay the Gold- finder 


now ſtand aloof; no human Noſe 
could bear it. Nor is even this the 
worſt Indignity: A bad Name, as So- 
lomon ſays, is worſe than forty Fumiga- 
tions; there, alas! it ſtung him. No 
Friend, no Medicine but Deſpair. 


O Taylr ! yes, there is a Medi- 
cine, there is a Friend at Hand; Dic 
Eagle is at Hand, with broken Fore- 
head and with blackened Eye; for he 

| has 
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has boxed with Paddy Cryliy the Col- 
lege Scull, who came athwart him in 
the Paths of Pimping ; Dick Eagle is 
at Hand — How: Friends will meet! 
They ſtand, they ſtare; they ſtink to- 
gether; for Dicky's Galagaſkins were 
diſhonoured. Affliction makes Men 
Friends. They gaze again with Grief 
and Wonder. 5 


In Dzcky's Face the Raſcal was pre- 
dominant amidſt his Woes, and claim- 
ed a Kind of Tyburn Pity. He hung 
his ignominious Head deprefſed by 
Guilt, and all his Looks proclaimed 
the Scoundrel — The Doctor burſt 
out firſt, for he had leſs of Blame: 
O fatal Meeting! the laſt was' in a 
Round - Houſe : How eſcaped you 
Newgate — the Furrier's Wife from 


Kingſton, 
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Kingſton, Sir Francis, Sodom, ſet- 
ting your own Houſe, Baron Pengely? 
but 1 forgive you all — the Storm has 
caſt us on a Rock. O, Richard Eagle, 
let us now be Friends, and Friends 
they were, a Coach is called, the Watch 


are paid, but David Dove will find 
out all To-morrow. | 


At Dicky's Houſe they ſtop; it 
= was an hoſpitable Door; he comfort- 
dd his Friend; the Doctor in Return 
explores bis battered Orb, and pours 
in lenient Medicines. It was a Houſe 
of fair Reception, where twenty Beds 
at leaſt were ſtanding. Such was 
Dicky's Taſte of Hoſpitality, magni- 
ficent and like the Manner of the Eaſt. 
Yea there were in it Damſels of a plea- 
ſing Hue, ſuch as Dzcky's wealthy 
Vor. I. 1 AD Friends 
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Friends would oft vouchſafe to viſit, 
In that it differed from the Mode of 
Perfia ; for here the Sexes met at 
large and trafficked. Yea it was cal- 
led Love's Exchange. The good Town 
were ſometimes ſmuggled ; for Wives 
and Daughters were often aſked for at 
Dicky's Door, here the Doctor lay; 
and Dicłys Eye grew better, 


CHAP. 
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CHAP, VII. 


In this Seftion we are reſolved to let the 
Story ſpeak for itſelf, and ſhall not 


give a Bill of Fare at all. 


now abroad. The Fumigation 
roſe like Incenſe at the Altar of Detrac- 
tion, grateful to the Noſtril of the 
ſneering Faculty, but to David and Jenny 


Dove, eternal Triumph. His Gall 
was gratified. To work he went, with 


Malice boiling over; and now a Print 
appears, where, dreadful to behold, 
the fatal Proceſs is at large diſplayed. 
There hung the Doctor with his 

G 2 


Ur Fame, that tatling Peſt, was 


Heels 
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Heels aloft. The Pokers here and 
Cloſe-ſtool were at work, the putrid 
Eſſence in a Cloud aſcends, the Furies 
ſtir up all its Malice, the diſmal Lamp 
glimmereth ſadly over the Scene, and 
underneath, alas! were Verſes — What 
Cellar, what Stall, what Garret, or 
what Bogg-houſe hath not ſeen the 
Picture ? | 


Philoſophy herſelf was here abaſh- 
ed, and even Fortitude turned pale, 
No Comfort but the Cordials of his 
Friend, I-mean of Mr. * Eagle, 
now was left him. 


He ſung, he danced, he played, and 
now and then, by way of ſoft Relief, 
he brought his Friend a Whore; the 
Face he brought was always new, for 


Dicky's Flock could then afford it. 
Thus 
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Thus ſhut in a whole Fortnight 
from the Sight of Men was the Doctor. 
But Dicky's Eye grew better; he beats 
about, he dines with Humphry Gibbet, 
Eſq. There he ſaw the fair Linnetta, 
her Feature was alluring, her Eye 
was waggiſb, and her Voice was 

Rapture. * | 


Dicky's Soul had faſtened on 9 
and General Pay-well has a Mind to 
ſee her. The Trains are ſet; the 
'Snair is fixed; Linnetta dow! im- 
proves her Notes at Lazars-hill, and 
Humpbry Gibbet is almoſt run mad. 
Revenge has Eyes like Argos. 


Linnetta's Cage is now no more a 


W and Humphry Gibbet is reſolved 
G 3 to 


3 
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to have her back. He comes at Mid- 

night with a Band of Ruffians, Sons 
of Belial; Swords, Piſtols, and other 

Inſtruments of Miſchief were not want- 

ing; theſe were choſen Men of Hum- 
pbry's own Battalion, 


To Dicky's Door they come, and 
ſoon find Entrance, the Servant is cor- 
rupted, 1 


| | With Torches, and with Vizors, 
[| on they marched up the Stairs. They 
ſtand, they liſten, for now a gentle 
F Earthquake ſeems to ſhake the Floor, 
the Factory was at work, a Dozen 
Beds at leaſt were jogging. Zounds, 
what's here, ſays Humphry Gibbet, 
the Forge of Propagation? Sure all 
the Sledges are at work, the Cyclops 


at 
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at their Anvils. O damn me, Sparks, 
III ſpoil your Sport; where is this 
Prince of Pimps? where is this. Vil- 
lain Eagle? 


Not here, not here, cries out a 
frighted Parſon in his Pannic, and 
leaps upon the Floor — nor here, a 
ghaſtly aged Lawyer on his Knees cries 
out, take Pity on my Years; I did not 
ſhake the Rafters. Black Rock Water 
nothing now will do. Here, here's 
the Villain Eagle, and here's Linnetta 
too, and here is Doctor Fumble, and 
Major Trailpike with his ſhaking Head, 
and Circumflaterous with his algebraie 
Mien. Was ever ſuch a Neſt of Sin, 
ners? Drag out that Raſcal Eagle, 
Oh, here he is, and't pleaſe your Ho- 
nour, I have him; call the Porters; 


G 4 get 
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get the Blanket ready; where's the 
Frying-Pan, the Horn and Fiddles? 


Lo! now, Reader, beginneth the 
Apotheoſis of Mr. Richard Eagle. A 
froſty Night it was; the northern 
Bear bit very cloſe, Lo! Richard, 
in his Shirt is led, or rather carried 
into the outward Court, beneath the 
ſpangling Vault of Heaven, where 
every angry Star was witneſs. 


Fou? big-boned, ſturdy, ugly Vil- 
lains, with Vizors on, ſtood facing 
one another at right Angles, in an ob- 
long Form, holding each the Corner 
of a Blanket. With both their Hands 
they held it, and often ſhook and 
ſtretched the elaſtic Mantle. 


Dick 
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Dick beheld his Fate and ten- fold 
trembled. What Wonder, fince 
Froſt, and Fear, and Shame, and 
Rags, and Spight, were warring now 
within, without, and round about 
F ; 


The Doctor could not help him, 
and Humpbry Gibbet is inexorable — 
| Toſs in the Scoundrel, toſs in this 
Pimp and Poet; keep Time, my 
Boys; | ſtrike upon the Pan and Fid- 
dle; let the Horn have Wind. Up 
he goes; he ſprings off finely ; keep 
Time, the Muſic and the Blanket — 
that Stroke was well — he pukes — 
he ſprings again, at either Bnd he 
guſhes; ſend him to the ſublime, and 
knock his Head againſt: the Stars — 

3 What 
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What an Anticlimax ! — how far he 
ſquirts it! that Bounce for Lady Lin- 
netta, that for Mrs. Lindſey. O the 
lofty Pimp Pindaric Dicky ! how. he 
ſoars all this while ! 


The Doctor at the Window ſaw 
with Sorrow, but .could not help his 
Friend. The Fumigation came a- 
freſh in his Mind. But Dzc&y's. next: 
Aſcent happening to. be near the 
Wall, the Doctor, ftretching out too 
far to catch him, fell at once upon 
the Blanket in a cloſe Embrace with 
Dick. | 15 . tl -; 2309-27 


They broke their Paſſage through 
it on the Ground; on the 
Ground they 7 lay | they wal- 
lowed in the Filth, for Dick had 
vented much, 


The 
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The Doctor now is bruiſed, In 
Dick no Sign of Life remains, but 
his Manhood ſtill is viſible. Amidſt 
theſe Shocks of Fortune, which ad- 
ded Firmneſs, and with inborn Pride 
it looks aloft, and glories in its Suf- 
ferings — Humphry Gibbet ſaw and: 
wondered. | 


The Muſic now is filent, and Mr. 
Richard Eagle, by Humphry Gibbet: 
Order is wrapped up in the broken 
Blanket and carried to his Bed, where 
the Doctor adminiſtred to him, and 
brought him by Degrees to his Sen- 
ſes. 2 — 4 


Mean while Linnetta is carried off | 
in Triumph by Humphry Gibbet, but 
| G 6 not 
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without Companions. Each Hero 
had his Nymph, which thinned not 
a little this Family of Love; the Par- 
ſon, Lawyer, and the reſt, were glad 
to ſcamper off with whole Bones. 


The Morning came at laſt, but no 
Joyful Morn to D:icky. The Remem- 
brance of what he felt; for he re- 
membered Part was painful to him. 
He told his Friend, that, after a 
Bounce or two, he was like the 
Thieves at Tyburn, who loſe all Senſe 
at the firſt Swing; for fo one half- 
hung Smith had told him; for he 
knew not of Puking, or what elſe 
he did, — | | 


O Doctor, Doctor, give me but 
Revenge. My Girls all vaniſhed | 
Linnetta 
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Linnetta too! Oh fatal Trade of Pimp- . 
ing! What Baſtinados are thy Due? 
but Virtue muſt endure. 
Thus complained the afflicted Mr. 
Richard Eagle; for Shame for once 
had ſtruck him. He durſt not ſtir 
abroad. The Mob had got him in 
the Wind. ; 


The Doctor grew more bold, he 
fallied forth, his Friends were glad to 
ſee him; they reſented his Abuſe, 
and compelled the College Sparks to 
make Atonement in Public, and to 
beg the Doctor's Pardon. He mounts 
again the Roſtrum, performs ſurpri- 
zing Cures, gets Money in Abun- 
dance, viſits Dic Eagle,” drags him 
from his Hole. 


Dick 
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Dic appears, but, like the Bat, by 
Glimpſes in the Evening. A Blanket 
is his Bane. He trembles when he 


ſees one. 


The Doctor had now increaſed his 
Reputation and his Purſe conſiderably. 
He takes a Trip to Cork, the ſecond 

City of the Kingdom. 


On the Road he meets with his 
evil Genius Dove, who had nailed, 
on the outſide of his Chaiſe, the Prints 

| of the Fumigation as Marks of his 

| own Malice, and the injured Doctor's 

Confuſion, The Chevalier reſents 

1 the Inſult. He challenges Dove, and 

1 a Duel is at Hand, 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. VIII. 


It is fo be laped, in the neu Epi- 
ode, that the' Reader's Breath and 
Patience will not fail him, as be i is 


like to dance through a Maſquerade 2 
of very motley Adventures, and Nr 2 


confiderable Duration. 


The Adventare in the Inu. 


'T happened that- ** young Of. 


. fhcers, on their March to Cr, | 


were bating at the Inn when the Diſ- 


pute aroſe; Theſe ſparkiſh Heroes, | 


under Pretence of calming,. kindled 
up the Quarrel, THY divided into 
| Parties, 


Weapons. | 91918 19000 
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Parties, and ranged themſelves into 
mock Battalia; for two were Doves, 
and two were Taylors. 


They played the Part ſo well, that 
an Exciſeman and an honeſt Parſon 


thought they meant to tilt in. Earneſt, 


and went upon their Knees to beg for 


Peace; but Things were gone too 
far. The Partiſans of Dove had 
wrought his Courage up to ſuch a 


Height, that nothing leſs than Sword 
and Piſtol could appeaſe him. ;There 
muſt be Blood; for Dove, it ſeems, 


had been a Soldier, and in his youth- 


ful Years had fought againſt the Na- 
bobs; the Seconds now are going to 
Logger-heads about _ 3 of 


| by ' * \ ju 14 * 
4 * — . * > , i , 111 1 
» ” 


% Bo 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 137 


The Doctor ſeemed ſtill a Friend 
to Peace; but Dove had hectored 
and bekaved ſo rude, that his Spirit 
could not brook it; Death before Diſ- 
honour ; ſo fight he would. 


The Landlord was to charge the 
Piſtols, in order to prevent all Ap- 
pearance of the leaſt foul Play. 


When Things were ready, our two 
Principals, and their Seconds, which 
were four in Number, together with 
the honeſt Landlord, - marched out in 
Order to a Church-Yard very near 
the Inn. 


Dove was peppered by his Paſſion, 
and pranced and capered like a Joc- 
key's Horſe, 

The 
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The Chevalier, on the other Hand, 
looked more compoſed than reſolute; 
yet he went. Once or twice he 
ſeemed to mutter, that Dove was not 
of Size for him, that is not of Con- 
ſequence enough, But his Second, a 
dapper, little, lively Enſign, whiſ- 
pered to him, That Honour was of 
all Sizes; her Standard fitted every 
Gentleman : Which took away in 
Part the Doctor's Scruple. But he 
was heard to ſay, The greateſt Crea- 
ture in the World, as uſeful as the 
Sun himſelf, to fight an old Philo- 
ſopher, a Fellow that is fed by Fire, 
an EleCtion-Dealer, he thought it was 
not right, 


But, 
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But, behold him at his Ground ! 
the Seconds now are buſy in meting 
out the Spaces, and ſettling every 
Circumſtance of Honour and Exact- 
neſs, 


The Tiger Dove was already in his 
Shirt, and ſeemed impatient for the 
Combat, He often viewed his Prim- 
ing, and eyed at once the Cheva- 
lier from Head to Foot, who was not 
quite ſo curious as his Foe, but ra- 
ther, like Æucas, with Patience, 
pondered on the Event of Things, 
and now and then would weigh the 
Conſequence, However he was 
there, 


His 
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His Countenance, indeed, had giv- 


en Way a little; whether through 


Self-Love, or Motives of Humanity, 
leſt he ſhould deſtroy his Antagoniſt, 
or a Concern for human Kind, if he 
ſhould drop; whether one, or all of 
theſe together, had wrought that lit- 
tle Vacancy, that blank in his Com- 
plexion, the courteous Reader will 
conjecture for himſelf, at his beſt 
Leiſure. 105 


The Time is now important; for 
lo! they are left together. 


The Seconds and the Landlord 
ſtand aloof, The Combatants are 


now upon the very Edge of Battle. 
"A 
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A creadtul Interval was marked be- 


tween. and Deve could hardly keep 


the ſtated Bounds. 


The Doctor was more obſervant, 
and did not paſs the Line; when 
Dove cries out, A Pox, you Puppy, 
fire — Taylor, you are a Coward ; 
look up, and ſee your Man, 


That Word Coward, like a Flaſh 
of Lightning, kindled all the Powder 
in his Blood. He views his Priming 


too; preſent he did, and after that 


he fired ; the Smoke is quickly gone, 
and there ſtands Dove as ſtout, as 
ſafe as ever, grinning in his Fury; 
for lo! the Doctor's Shot had miſt 
him. 


Dove, 
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Dove, forgetting Diſcipline, ruſhes: 
on, in ſpite of all Intreaty, cloſe to his 
Antagoniſt, and fires in the Doctor's 
Face. The Doctor fell upon his 
Back; indeed his Countenance and 
Breaſt are bloody. 


The Seconds now come in; they 
raiſe him up, enquire for the Wound, 
The Doctor ſtill ſeems breathleſs, they 
wipe the Blood away; no Wound as 


yet appears; the Doctor ſtill was breath- 


leſs; with that the Enſign ſwore the 
Fright had killed him, and aſked the 
Landlord how he charged the Piſtols ? 
With nothing, pleaſe your Honour, but 
a little Chicken's Blood tied up in a 
Pudding. | 


The Doctor now recovers, looks 
pale, and bluſhes. The Laugh is 


5 very 
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very loud, yet Dove is blamed in 
Earneſt. The Landlord ſwore he 
was a bloody Villain, and by Jeſus . 
he ſhould pay for it. 


However, Things were huddled 
up for the preſent, the Champions 
were made to ſhake Hands. The 


Seconds marched them back to Din- 


ner; where all their former Acri- ' 
mony was overlaid with Laughter, 
Wine and Railery. 


The Buſineſs of the Battle furniſh- 
ed Hints for Pleaſantry ; but ſtill the 
Landlord's Stone was in his Sleeve 


againſt Dove. 


He could not forgive him that 
Spite and Cruelty he put in Practiſe 
in 
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in the Article of Shooting, and was 


reſolved to make him ſuffer in his 
Turn. 


The Evening is arrived, and the 
Champions now are charged with 
Wine, as high as before their Piſtols, 


Dove, who travelled with a Doxy, 
was the firſt who broke up Company. 
His Dame and he are gone to go 
after. 


The Doctor and the Officers kept 


the Field a little longer, and then 
.retired in their Turn. 


The Doctor ſeldom indulged bis 
Drinking to Exceſs. The Girls, or, 
as he called them, his Chicks, en- 

I groſſed 


Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 145 
groſſed his chief Attention. He ever 
had an Eye to Buſineſs of that Kind, 
and was generally pretty fortunate in 
his Amours. 


He was not idle now. The Land- 
lord's Kindneſs for David Dove was 
ſtill increaſing. He prepares an Ap- 
paratus to prove his Manhood in ano- 
ther Way. A Cord is let down 
through the Cieling to an under Room, 
which Cord was faſtened to the Cen- 
ter of our Sage's Bed, beneath the 
Ticking to be ſure. To the other End 
which dangled in the Room below, 
an Apple was annexed, which Apple 
hovered over the Surface of a Bowl 
of Water that ſtood upon a Table in 
the Middle of the Chamber. The Ap- 
ple and the Water were very near 
Vor, I. H each 
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each other, and ready at every Touch 
to play at Bobbing-Yoan. 


Thus ſtood the Apparatus waiting 
for the Experiment, whilſt another 
Cord, in a dexterous Hand, was rea- 
dy to execute a different Office over 
Head. It was not hanging; the other 
Extreme, the Toe, and not the Neck, 
was' then in Danger, The Philoſo- 
pher, at length, and his fair Dame 
are lodged ; but the Fumes of Wine, 
for ſhe had drank her Quota as well 
as Dove, had rendered both the vo- 
taries of Morphens on the ſudden. 


Bacchus had 'conquered the Ge 
of foft Defires, and both theſe Lovers 
hy ſnoring in a State of deep Abſtrac- 


tion; when, in this unfeeling Inter- 
| | val, 
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val, the Snare is faſtened on, and 
David Jeum Dove's Toe is com- 
paſſed with a Card, which Card, 
without an Apple, is let down 
thrqugh another Hole, and hangs 
in perpendicular Suſpenſe A its 
ſlender Collegue. 


The | Continel are Bad they 
watch the Apple and the Bowl, but 
no. Alarm is given, The Guard is 
now relieved, A Servant-Maid has 
got the Charge, and lo! the Criſis 
is at Hand. The long expected Sig- 
nal begins to nibble at the 
Bowl, the Apple dips itſelf a little, 
and narrow Circles ſtir the peaceful 
Lake. | 


H 2 A 
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A ſudden Pauſe enſues, and ſome- 
thing like a State of Anarchy prevails, 
An Interval of neither this nor that, 
but rather what reſembles both ; like 
a Man who labours to regain his Stir- 
rup, but is not able yet to mount. The 
Girl upon the Guard however gueſſed 
that ſomething was a coming. 


She clapped her Hands and rung 
the Bell, when Sally from the Cellar 
came ruſhing in, and held in either 
Hand a Bottle full of Claret. She 
ſaw the Image of the Sport, ſhe 
ſprings, ſhe runs, ſhe cries out, Maſ- 
ter! Sir! the Apple and the Bowl. 
And in her Ecſtaſy and Hurry ſhe 
ſtruck the Bottles, as ſhe went, to- 

gether: 
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gether: the Pavement floats with 
Gore. 


Her Maſter cries, You Bitch, the 
Bottles. Sally anſwers, The Apple 
is in the Bowl, Sir. He ſees and 
believes — he ſaw the Circles ſpread, 
the Apple ſink and riſe — he pulled 
the other Cord with all his Might, 
And now the Bowl was in Confuſion. 
A Noiſe is heard, and Oaths and 
Groans ſucceed. Here, Polly, do 
you pull, pull tight; I'll go and call 
the Doctor; he ſhall hear the Vil- 
lain groan. 


Away he runs, and Polly ſtill keeps 
pulling; for ſhe | hated Dove, the 
Houſe was never the better for him. 
He brought his Goods along with him: 

H 3 but 
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But the Doctor ſtill was furtiſhed 
in the Family. So ſhe kept pulling. 
But now the Devil himſelf was over 
Head, and all his Works. Raſkal, 
Villain, Bhanderbuſs, and Bitch, and 
Whore, and ſhoot him dead, and, 
Dam ye all, was echoed through 
the Stair- Caſe, Paſſage, Kitchin, Yard 
and Stables. 


The Docter in his Shirt ſcampers 
like a Fury, followed mY the I 
lord, 


The young en not bet 
ter covered, follow both, and Dove, 
with a Hanger in his Hand and the 
Cordage at his Heels, as naked as 
the beſt of them, came roating in the 
Rear, and * about, and damn'd, 

and 
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and ſunk, and called for Satisfaction: 
| the Servants ſluiced him, for the 
Pump was near. 


The Officers had ſeized the Land- 
lord. The Doctor mounts the Hay- 
loft ; the Hoſtler is his Friend. The 
Officers, now burſting with implicic 
Fun, would fain appeaſe the Land- 
lord, They beg, they pray to know 
the Cauſe : For God's lake, Mr. Hee- 
ny, what is the Matter ? This is a 
Chriſtmas Trick indeed; why in ſuch 
a Rage with Taylor? Oh Gentlemen, 
the. Villain and my Niece — Damaa- 
tion ſeize his Duel — but It. ; bays 
his Life for it. 


They lug the Landlord into the 


Houſe ; the Servants knew the Thing 
H 4 betore ; 
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before; they bring the Chevalier his 
Cloaths, and his Equipage is ready, 
Dove, half drowned in the Scuffle, 
and naked as at firſt, begs for Hea- 
van's fake the Doctor would take him 
up, and fave his Life. Up he 
mounts, the Cord ſtill faſtened to his 
Toe, away the Doctor drove, and 
Dove was at his Side, ſhivering with 
Cold and Anger; but Taylor gave 
him his Surtout, and cloſed the Chaiſe 
about him ; they journey on and leave 


the fatal Inn behind him. 


They now are ſeven Miles nearer 
Cork than when they mounted firſt: 
They whip and drive, and lo! ano- 
ther Inn is viſible, 


They 


229 
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They ſoon alight, and march into 
the Kitchen ; where they meet a 
Dozen young Gentlemen equipped for 
their Horſes, and ready for a Hunt- 
ing-Match. They no ſooner ſaw the 
Chevalier and his Fellow-Traveller, 
than they cracked their Whips, ſet 
up the Whoop and Holloo, and 
fwore a Stag had come to challenge 
them; for Dove s. Appearance had 
ſet the Joke on Foot; they ſkelp him 
with their Laſhes. E. 


And here the Doctor's Malice, or 
Revenge, call it which you will, 
began to work. This was the 
Time he thought to ſettle all his old 

Account with Dove. 


H 5; He 
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He begged the Gentlemen would 
Tpare him; that he was an unhappy 
Perfon, a Lunatic, and had many 
dreadful Intervals, In one of his 


Fits, ſays he, the poor Gentleman 


broke looſe from his Keepers, and, 
naked as he was, came running tb 
the Wuite-Heari-Inn juſt as 1 was 


mounting into my Cattiage. He knew 
me. And finding him tractable, I 


ventured to take him up, in Hopes 


that Dr, Cofedy in this Neighbour- 


bourhood, who is famous for ſuch 
Cures, might do him good. The 
Cauſe of his Miſhap was Jealouſy. 


At this Dove began to ſwear and 
damn, and tell his Story. 


But 
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But the Doctor begged they would 
aſſiſt to give him the Cold Bath, or, 
in lieu of that, to drench him well 
under the Pump, eſpecially his Head. 
Gentlemen, I know ſomething of 
this Affair myſelf. There is nothing 
in his Caſe can ſerve him more * 
the preſent. n 


So ſaid, ſo done. To the Pump 


he is carried; and there, out of meer 


Charity, they labour for his Good. 


The Patient foams, and roars, and 
tears, but all in vain. The Proceſs 
ſtill goes forward. The Gentlemen 
relieve each other at the Pump. 


—- 


ns - 
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- The Patient now is overcome with 
Cold. He is carried back into the 
Kitchin wrapt up in Blankets ; and 
when recovered he is, by the Doc- 
tor's Orders, largely let Blood at 
both his Arms. The Doctor did 
the Surgeon's Part himſelf, Now 
put him into Bed, ſays he, and I 
will pay three Men for watching him 
till Dr. Cuſſody is come. 


Poor Dove, by this Time, was 
altogether paſſive. He is put to- bed, 
and wanted not a Guard to watch 
him; but a Guard there was. 


The Doctor and the Gentlemen 


grow very great together. They 
drink 
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drink ſome-mulled Champaign. The 
Doctor is diſcovered, and careffed 
with Marks ba high Eſteem. 


One of he young Bloods told 1 hits, 
He hoped that it was a lucky Meet- 
ing; that he was reſolved, in a Day 
or two, to have waited upon him at 
Dublin, with a young Lady a Siſter 
of his, who had a Blemiſh upon her 
Eye, But, Sir, fince you are here, 
that Journey is prevented, My Houſe 
is but two Miles off; and if you will 
do us the Pleaſure to ſhare in our 


Diverſion of To-day, in the — | 
you ſhall ſee my Siſter, 


The Doctor thanked him; faid 
he was not furniſhed with a Hunter; 


2 


—— — — 
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nor indeed was he Horſeman enough 
for that ſpirited Recreation. 


To this they all cried out, He 
ſhould have both a ſober and a good 
Hotſe. They were ſure of excellent 
Sport, and he need not run into any 
the leaſt Danger. He might ſtand 
upon a Hill, or take the eaſieſt ſhort 


Cuts he liked. 


Aye, aye, ſays one of them, Lord, 
the Doctor need only to ride in Com- 
pany with Sir Goddard, and then you 
knew, Gentlemen, he's ſafe enough. 
Sir Goddard, Sir, is my Grandfather, 
a very ſerious old Gentleman, that 
about ſome fifty Vears ago could lead 
the Troop. himſelf; but now, poor 
5 Man, 
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Man, he is content with looking on 
at a Diſtance. He loves, like a good 
Sportſman, the Sound of the Horn, 
A Servant always waits upon him. 
Stick loſe to him, and all is well. 


The Doctor in a Moment is equip- 
ped, and out they fally with Sir God- 


dart in the Center. 


It was not Dey lebt yet. Ia half 
att Hour's Time they come to the 


Gtound 1 2 


The Doctor is in very high Spirits. 
His Horſe he thinks a good one. He 
wiſhes eagerly for the Chace; when 
10! a helliſn Roar, in 4 Minute, and 
the Fox are tet afoot together. 


The 
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The Doctor's Head is dizy. He 
catches hold of the Mane in one 
Hand, and the Bridle in the other, 
and ftill he keeps his Eye upon Sir 
Goddart, who ſcampers off among 


the foremoſt. 


The Doctor's Horſe, without con- 


talting him, hurried on as faſt, turn- 


ed as he turned, and leaped as Sir 


 Goddart's leaped. Never was Emu- 
lation at a higher Conteſt than be- 


tween theſe two hot, ambitious 
Hunters. | 


The Servant till kept near the 


Doctor, who now cried out for Help. 
No ſboner had he ſpoke, than whip 


he ſprings through a quickſet Hedge, 
and 
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and leaves his Hat and Wig behind 
him. His Face is ſorely ſcratched. 
His Perſon got the Start of his Horſe, 
and was pitched ſome Yards beyond 
his Head; but received no other Dam- 
age than being well ſouzed .in Mud 
and Dirt; for the Ground was ſoft 
on which he fell. 7 


He turns upon his Back ; he clears 
his Mouth and Eyes that now were 
full of Filth. He feels his Limbs 
and Ribs, and every Thing was fafe. 
And now he fits upon his Breach. 
He ſtares about, and wonders where 
he is, for the Fall had ſtunned his 
Intelle& a little, | 


The Footman now comes up with 
the Doctor's Hat, Wig, and Horle, 
and 
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and whoops and hollows in his Ears, 
and ſwears Sir Goddard and the Fox 
are got a Mile ahead. 


I wiſh they were both in Hell, 
ſays the Doctor. 


| Oh, my Friend, the greateſt Man 
in the World. 


Why, that old Raſkal rides like the 
Devil. I'll no more of the Hunt. 
Friend, heip me to my Horſe, and 
lead me back again. , vic Goddatt is 
a Guide for Lucifer. Oh dama his 
Crack of the Whip for me. 


To which the Footman anſwered, 
What, Sir ! Sportſman's Luck, no 
more; you only found a Spur; for 

Shame, 
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Shame, let us on; the Gentlemen 
will expect you. Sir Goddart now 
is weary ; follow me, and never fear; 
your Honour is concerned, Sir, 


At this the Doctor rein'd the re- 
ſtif Steed about: The Footman gal- 
lops off like Fury: The Chevaliers 
deſpotic Palfry purſued as faſt. The 
Doctor is again attached to both his 
Sides: His Legs are growing to 
them: His Hands are faftened to the 
Mans, The Bridte end the Sti. 
rups ace beſt at large; and Filth, ed 
Splaſh, and Gravel, Ry like Shot a- 
bout him. The Houhds are at A 
Loſs a few Minutes. The Huntſman 
and Sir Goddart are buſy at the Fault; 
and the Doctor, blinded and out of 
Breath, is juſt upon the Point to join, 

them, 
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them, when off _ in full Cry they 
ſcour. 


The Doctor's Horſe again purſues 
Sir Goddart. And now the Strife was 
mighty; two Hedges and a five-bar- 
red Gate are paſſed. The Doctor, 
ſtrange to tell, ſtill keeps his Saddle. 
Sir Goddart, in the laſt Attempt, is 


tumbled down. His Girt gave way: 
His Horſe ſtands near him. And lo! 


the Doctor's Horſe for once obeys the 


Bit. He lights with all the Speed he 
could, and ran to the old Knight's 


Aſſiſtance; who lay with the Saddle 


on his Breaſt and Face, and kicked 


and ſprawled as if for Life. The 
Chevalier ſtoops down and catches 
him in both his Arms, with, Sir, 1 

hope 
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hope you are not hurt. Indeed you 
rid too faſt. 


The old Gentleman, inſtedd of 
thanking, chattered, ſputtered out, 
and bit him by the Noſe. The Doc- 
tor ſwears and ſtarts, with Zounds 
and Blood, what's here? a Monkey ? 
and with his loaded Whip returned 
the laſt Civility. 


Reader, believe it as you will, it 
ſeems in very Truth Sir Goddart was 
no other than an old over-grown 
Baboon, which the Landlord uſed to 
dreſs up and tie upon an Horſe, in 


order to regale ſuch 1 as the 
Doctor. 


He 
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He feels his Noſe, and returns 
again his Thanks. The Footman is 
approaching. The Doctor ſtorms 
and ſtamps, holding ſtill his Noſe. 


You party-coloured Raſcal, what Af- 


front is this? you Scoundrel, King 
of the Rainbow, you lick-plate Vil- 
lain. Sir Goddard toſſed about, and 
bitten by the Noſe! Your Maſter, 
Sirrah, is a greater Scrub than you. 
Perdition to Sir Goddard, my Noſe is 
ſpoiled. for ever — No more Intrigues 


O Dove, thou art revenged — Dove 


hall ſee my foul Diigrace, bitten 
through and through, the Shape is 
ſpoiled for ever ; the Pox, no doubt. 
— And in his Rage he interlines a 
Stamp or two upon the Monkey. 'The 


Footman cries out Murder, the Ba- 
boon 


* 
» 
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boon brought him many a Shilling. 
He ſeizes on the Doctor; the Doctor 
gets him down, and ruſhes to Sir 
Goddard's Horſe, his own was at a 
Diſtance, he mounts, and ſees the 
Huntſman and the Hunters coming 
towards him at full Speed. He claps 
Spurs, and turns the Horſe's Head 
towards the Inn, He left his Hat 
and Wig behind him; they fell off 
in the Squabble with the Footman. 


The Huntſman is arrived, and fees 
the Monkey gaſping. He clapped his 
Hands and cries out Murder too; for 
he had loſt a Friend. 


In a Word, the whole Crew, the 
Hounds and all, follow, now in full 
Cry, the Doctor, who drives be 

4 knows 
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knows not where. But the Horſe 
knew better, and took the ſhorteſt 


Way to the Inn. The poor Chevalier 
clings cloſe, and holds with both his 


Hands the Mane, excepting now-and- 


then the one he borrowed to rub his 


Noſe with. The Dogs are near up- 
on him, and all the Crew cry out to 


ſtop the Murderer. 


Reader, image to yourſelf his 
Figure, faſtened as he was to the 
Horſe's Neck and Sides, without ei- 
ther Hat or Wig, his Noſe quite bit- 
ten through and bleeding, rough-caſt- 
ed beſides from Head to Foot. 


In this weather-beaten Plight he 
enters the Inn-Yard, with all the 
Hell- Hounds at his Heels; and what 


was 
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was worſe than all, Dove, exulting, 
beheld it from the Window, and gave 
three feeble Chears to welcome him. 


And now the Farce is drawing to 
a Criſis. The Hunters were divided 
in their Sentiments. Some ſaid, the 
Doctor was to blame; but the major 
Part pretended much Compaſſion, and 
ſaid, the Landlord was a Raſcal for 
putting ſuch a Trick upon any Gen- 
tleman. 


In a Word, all Parties are at laſt 
good Friends, The Monkey too 
grew better. They paſſed the Day 
and Night like Bucks indeed. Dove 
and the Doctor ſhake Hands the ſe- 
cond Time, and forgive all. Dove's 
Cloaths are brought him. The Doc- 

Vor, I. ISS tor 
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tor, with a Patch upon his Noſe, and 
he ſet out for Cork together in 
the Morning. 


C H A P. V. 


A meer Reſting-Place, with ſome little 


Entertainment. 


A T Cork he carries all before him. 
The Cures he wrought, which 

to thoſe People looked more like Mi- 
racles than any human Proceſs, made 
him the Idol of the Populace. Nor 
was he leſs admired by People of 
Faſhion, He returns to Dublin in 
November, finds it very brilliant, be- 


ing Parliament Winter. He arrives 
I in 
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in the Evening, appears in one of the 
Boxes at the Theatre, ſhining like a 
Conſtellation. The Audience clap 
him at his Coming: in, and the La- 
dies curteſy, not the Viceroy him- 
ſelf was more diſtinguiſhed, 


His Friend Dic Eagle is about 
this Time let down a Peg or two. 
A Gentleman of real Merit in the 
Profeſſion of Portrait-Painting, had 
driven him quite out of Faſhion; fo 
Dickey turned Player, At which 
Buſineſs he was worſe, if poſſible, 
than at ſcrawling Pictures. Yet act- 
ing, together with his other Trade 
of Pimping, kept for awhile his Chin 
above Water. He was often with 
the Doctor, and did him twenty little 
Othces of ſeeming Friendſhip, but in- 


1 2 wardly 
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wardly he envied him; though the 
Doctor was not his Rival in any 
Thing but Fame. He could not 
bear to ſee him ſhine over bim, and 
was reſolved to bring him down to 
his own dirty Level, if poſſible. 


The Doctor loved a Wench, and 
Dicky knew it. 


One Sunday Morning he waits up- 
on the Chevalier, and tells him, he 
has appointed two handſome Country 
Lafles to meet him at the Yellow Lion 
in College-Green, where, ſays he, 
Doctor, you ſhall have your Choice, 
or both, if you like it. Agreed, 
quoth the Doctor. 


Accor- 
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Accordingly he came, and met the 
Damſels. They travel up Stairs to- 
gether, the Doctor and the Ladies, 
whilſt Dicky did Duty at the Door. 
The Hoſteſs had her Cue from Dic; 
ſhe had her Part to act. Upon No- 
tice given ſhe travels up the Stairs, 
and in her Hands ſhe bore a Spit with 
a Leg of Mutton well nigh roaſted” 
thereupon ; ſhe enters at a Pcint of 
Time that happened to be critical; 
ſhe cries out, Rogue and Whore! 
and lays upon the proſtrate Doctor 
the Warmth and Weight of all her 
Mutton — The Gravy deluged now 
his Face and Linen — He ſtarts, he 
ſtares, he holds up both his Hands, 
— his Drapery is diſordered. She 
repeats her Oaths and Blows, The 

SB. Doctor 
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Doctor takes to Flight, embarraſſed 
as he was about the Hams, and to 


the Street he hobbled, but left his 


Coat, his Waiſtcoat, Wig and Hat 


behind him ; his under Drapery ſtill 
diſordered, he hobbles on, all ſmeared 
with Gravy; the Mutton at every 
Blow ſtill burſting about his Ears. 


O fatal Unities of Time and Place! 


It was one o' Clock on Sunday in the 


Afternoon, and lo! the Congregation 
is ruſhing from out the Round Church 
Door, juſt as the Doctor and his 
Kitchin Fury were paſſing by: Vea, all 
the People, nay the Parſon too beheld it. 


Hapleſs Doctor! where was then 
thy Diamond Croſs and Ring, thy 
ſpangling Coat, and all the Appa- 

ratus 
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ratus of a noble Gentleman ? The 
Ladies ſcream, they run back to 

Church again. The Parſon hides him 
in the Pulpit. The Mob came round. 
The Beggars ſcramble up the Mut- 
ton, The Hoſteſs now is out of 
Breath : She falls upon her Face, by 
miſſing of a Blow, with Arms out- 
ſtretched ; the Spit was ſtretched out 
further. 


The Doctor now is raging mad, 
An Ouſter-Wench reſtored his Galli- 
gaſkins, and ſmiled upon the Frolick ; 
when lo! a Gentleman, a Senator, 
for he repreſents the City, beheld 
the Doctor's evil Plight. He came 
between, and with his Preſence awed 
the Tumult. The Rabble now are 

14 ſcattered. 
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ſcattered. In his Coach he took him, 
took him naked as he was and fan- 
guined over. — 


Notwithſtanding his Misfortune, 
the Senator eſteemed his Merit, and 
loved him as a Man. The Fumiga- 
tion was not worſe than this. But 
oh! much worſe was yet to 
come. Grief on Grief! his Wife 
and Son, that very Inſtant, are ar- 
rived from Scotland, What a Cli- 
max of Diſtreſs ! 


Dublin was no more a Place of 
Safety. No Safety for Fack Taylor 
there, He meditates the Continent, 
Dick Eagle, in a hackney'd Coach, 
brings him this News, and with it 
brings the Doctor's Drapery, who 

bid 
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bid him ſtrait go back and counter- 
mand her Journey. I muſt not ſee 
her; let her again on Ship-board ; on 
Ship-board put her and her Son. O damn 
your Country Wenches, Dicty. Dick 
thou haſt undone me. 


Dicky now was burſting inward at 
the Joke, but wore a Countenance of 
ſeeming Sorrow, more in Fraud than 
Friendſhip, The Villain wept with. 
Triumph, and promifed never more: 
to pimp. 


He waits on the Doctor's Lady, 
perſuades her to re-imbark, aſſures 
her, her Huſband will meet her in 
the Morning, and fail with her to 
England: Which indeed he did. 


But firſt he puts on Board a ſtately 
| I 5 Horſe, 
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Horſe, that with his Trappings coſt 
him near two hundred Pounds, He 
brought beſides with him two Foot- 
men in blue Liveries turned up with 
Silver, a large beautiful young Wolf 
Dog that coſt him twenty Guineas, 
together with ſome Rarities from the 
Giant's Cauſeway, as a Preſent for 
the royal Society. 


They hoiſt Sale, meet a Gale of 
Wind, are driven by a Storm upon 
the Coaſt of Vales; where they land- 
ed in much Danger of their Lives, 


CHAP, 


4 


CH: AF: 


tion, A tragic-comic Tale. The 
Scene fill ſhifting. 


T H E n leaves his Wife 
at the firſt Town he comes 
to, and ſets out Poſt for London. 


He had not journeyed far, before 
he encountered a handſome rich 
Widow, to whom be made the 
warmeſt Tenders of his Love; told 
her, he was a Widower, had only 
one Child, whoſe Nurſe he permit- 


1 6 young 
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| This Chapter is of a mixed Conſtruc- 


ted to go in his Name, as ſhe was 
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young and obliged to travel with 
him. 


His Confidence, his fine - Perſon, 
and genteel Addreſs, - ſoon gained 
Ground, upon the Widow's Affec- 
tions. She complies. But the Af- 
fair had now reached his Wife's No- 
tice, who haſtened to the Town 
where the Widow and he were, 
found Means to produce the Certifi- 
cate of her Marriage to the abuſed 
Widow. But the Doctor, through 
meer Dint of native Bronſe and art- 
ful Contrivance, defeated his Wife's 
honeſt Attempt, and baffled her ſpi- 
ritual Authority, confirmed at the 
ſame Time the Widow in her firſt 
Sentiments, aſſured his Wife that the 
Aﬀair was a meer Galamaufry, and 


giving 
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giving her a Kiſs, together with five 
Guineas, and his Picture ſet in Gold 
he adviſed by all Means to go 


back to the Town from whence 
ſhe came, which was Carmarthen ;/ 


and being in Haſte to diſpatch her, 
he hired a Guide to take her the 
neareſt Way, 


We cannot ſuppoſe, that he, a 
meer Stranger in that Country, could 
be acquainted with the Road through 
which he was to travel, Whether 
the Widow, in her Care for Mrs, 


Taylor's Safety and quick Return, had 


adviſed this Step, will alſo be a Queſ- 


tion not fo well cleared up as the 
Reader could with. Be that as it 


may, the Road ſhe was put into was 


known to be impracticable by all the 
Neighbourhood, eſpecially at that Sea- 
ſon 
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fon of the Year, on Account of the 
Tide, which roſe to ſuch a dangerous 
Height between two Hills, that it 
made all Paſſage that Way * de- 
ſperate. | 


The miſguided Lady ſoon found 
her Danger. The Water ruſhing in 
and riſing ſo high in an Inſtant alarm- 
ed her much, and as it happened not 
quite too late. 


The Guide was making off with 
all the Speed he could, But ſhe 
cried out to him, to come and ad- 
juſt ſomething about her Stirrup ; 
which the Fellow did. She being a 
Woman of ſtrong Spirits, ſeized him 
by the Collar, and faid, if he did 
not ſtay and help her out, he ſhould 

drown 
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drown with her. Upon this they 
quit their Horſes, and with great 
Toil and Danger they clambered up 
the Cliff, and got ſafe to Carmar- 
then to the great Aſtoniſhment of 
every Perſon in that Town, 


Mean while the Doctor ſets out 
with the Widow, whom he ſettled 
as his Wife in an Apothecary's Houſe 
in Bloomſbury-Square. His real Wife 
remained behind ſome little Time in 
Wales, and then followed him to 
Town; where, in Order to ſatisfy 
herſelf concerning the Welch Widow, 
ſhe gets acquainted with the Apo- 
thecary's Wife, tells her who ſhe is, 
and by her Connivance dines with 
the Widow, In the Height of 
Dinner, the Poſtman brings a 


a Letter from the Doctor. The 
Widow 
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Widow roſe up in great Tranſports 
to read it; yet Mrs. Taylor had ſuch 
Command of her Paſſion, that ſhe 
feemed to look on with much In- 
difference, till Tea was over, then 
took her Leave with great Temper ; 
nor was ſhe, by the Widow, in 
the leaſt ſuſpected. 


Upon the Doctor's Arrival, the 
Apothecary gave him Warning to 
quit his Lodgings, telling him his 
real Wife had been there; he would 
have no ſuch Doings under his Roof. 
The Doctor, without taking Leave 
of any Mortal, ſets out for France, 
with the Widow, immediately. 


But firft, by Way of meer Con- 
venience, he drew, as the Widow's 
Huſband, 
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Huſband, fifteen hundred Pounds out 
of the Funds. 


He arrives at Paris: And though 
he ſeemed to love this Woman even 
to Madneſs, yet through a ſtrange 
Caprice of Soul, he would not let 
her call him Huſband. No truly, 
like the Patriarch of old, ſhe muſt 
be thought his Siſter, 


With her Caſh he ſets up at once 
a flaming Chariot with fix dapper 
Greys, and Servants in rich Liveries, 
and looked as grand as an Embaſſa- 
dor. But Fortune, like other La- 
dies of Faſhion, delights in Variety : 
She ſeemed to make our Doctor her 
Topic of Diverſion, His Scene was 
always 
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always ſhifting; and every Move- 
ment gave ſome new Appearance, 


C HAP. XI. 


A new and ſovere Teft of our Hero's 
Courage and Patience. 


French Gentleman, handſome 
as the Doctor and full as 
amorous, happened to caſt a 
wiſhing Eye at the Widow. She 
returned his Overtures with In- 
tereſt. The Frenchman was com- 
ing up apace Sword in Hand. The 
Widow was about to beat a Par- 
ly. The Doctor ſaw and trembled. 
Duels 
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Duels were his mortal Averſion. 
And Things were now ſo much em- 
barraſſed, that he muſt either de- 
clare, look on, or fight. Declare he 
did, and {wore ſhe was his lawful 
Wife. The Frenchman retired from 
the Siege in Form. But whether 
Matters ended there or not, is till 
a Myſtery, and, like many others, is 
indeed of little Conſequence, 


The Doctor now was at his vertic 
Point of Glory, blazing as he tra- 


veled. Two whole Years he daz- 


zled the the Faculty at Paris, kept 
the beſt Company, and got much 
Money. | 


But alas ! an unlucky Accident made 
it a little convenient for awhile, at 


leaſt, 
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leaſt, that he ſhould break freſh 


Ground. 


A young Lady, of one of 
the firſt Houſes in England, who 
lived in a noble Family near Paris, 


had got a Dimneſs in one of her Eyes, 


the brighteſt elſe in Europe. The 
Chevalier was called, who with his 
wonted Felicity ſoon diſpelled the en- 
vious Cloud. He was richly reward- 
ed for this Piece of Work, became 
a Favourite in the Family, where he 
paſſed ſome very pleaſing Hours. 


The Lady's Gratitude and fami- 
liar Carriage ſo natural to the French, 
for ſhe was educated there, overſet, it 
ſeems, the Doctor's Prudence. Something 
had poſſeſſed him with a ſtrange No- 


tion, 
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tion, that the young Lady's Civili- 
ties, ſeaſoned by Gratitude and Kind- 
neſs to her Benefactor, for ſo ſhe 
eſteemed the Chavelier to be: I ſay, 
this Appearance, free from all Gothic 
Ceremony and rude Reſerve, flattered 
this Son of Æſculapius to make ſome 
ſtrange Concluſions in his own Fa- 
vour ; for his fine Perſon was ever 
whiſpering to his Vanity, 


In ſhort, he uſed to walk by Moon- 
light with this delightful Beauty in 
a Grove that ſtood. near the Houſe. 
His Frenzy ſtill grew ſtronger, He 
ſaw her through a Medium which 
Vanity had caſt before his Sight. 
Heightened by Deſire, in this Illuſion, 
he fancied ſhe was going to fee him 
with her Perſon. He perverted every 

Circum- 
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Circumſtance. Her Looks, her Words, 


were all Conviction. He reſolves to ſnatch 


the happy Minute, proceeds vi & armis 
to practiſe upon his Patient a new 
Operation. She ſtrikes him on the 
Face — ſhe cries for Help — the Ser. 
vants are at Hand; and oh! Diſgrace 
to Knighthood, the Chevalier was 
forced to travel through the Horſe. 
pond, with -many Baſtinado's on his 
outward Man. 


Paris, after this, was again too 
narrow. He ſcours back to London 
with ſome Thouſands in his Pocket. 
He takes a Houſe in Sufolk-Street at 
near {200 a Year Rent, with Offices 
for ſeveral Carriages, and Stables for 
a double' Set of Horſes, though then 


content with a Pair of. hackney'd Ke- 
phals 
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phals faſtened to a ſplendid Crane- 
necked Chariot. 


At his firſt Appearance in this Equi- 
page, a very ſtriking Circumſtance 
was taken Notice of, and it was this: 
The Doctor, that great Dealer in the 
viſual Ray, had in all his Train but 
a ſingle Eye, which happened to be 
the Coachman's Property, for the 


Honſes were both of them ftone 
blind. | 


Here he orders two large Rooms 
to be laid into one, which he intends 
for his Library, having, he faid, 
brought together a numerous Col- 
lection of the beſt ' choſen Books in 
every Language and Science. 


His 


ö 
| 
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His Landlord, being a Man of 
of Taſte and Letters, was licking his 
Lips at the Thoughts of being 2 
by the Doctor's Library. 


The expected Morning is come, 
when two Porters from the Tower are 
arrived, one leading a Horſe with a Sack 
Load of Books upon his Back; the other 
keeping the learned Cargo in its 
Place. The Sack is opened, and 
lo! the Doctor's Library, viz. Va- 
rious Editions in ſeveral Languages of 
the renowned Don Quixote; Gil Blas; 
Swift's Tale of the Tub, in French; 
Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progreſs; three 
Volumes of Caſſandra; England's 


Converſion and Reformation compared; 


Dr. Anthony Gavan's Majler-Key to 
i opery ; 


. ß ow ow 
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Popery; Habbos Leviathan, looſe in 
the Binding; the Hiſtory of Monte- 
lion, Knight of the Oracle; Grey's 
Love-Letters; | Ray's Wonders of God 
in the Creation; A Preſent from 4 
Parſon's Wife in the Highlands of 
Scotland; The ſolemn League and Co- 
venant; Sachavere's Trial; Wycher- 
ly's Country Wife; Cauſin s Holy Court; 
Milton and Don Bellianis of Greece: 
Such was the Doctor's Collection, 
which made an elegant and full Ap- 
pearance in the two large Rooms 
prepared to receive it. And never 
was there more Space allotted for leſs 
Matter, except in the Vacuum Boylea- 
nu, or perhaps in the Doctor's own Pe- 
ricranium, which ſome Wags have 
compared to his Library. | 


Vo. I, K When 


When the Houſe was furniſhed, 
as indeed it ſoon was in a very elagant 
Manner, he placed the Widow in 
it as Miſtreſs of the whole, 


CHAP, 
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CH AP. XII. 


A Chriſtmas Frolic. 


ND now he faſtens four more 

Rozinantes to his Carr, with 
two Servants in rich Liveries behind 
it; with which, and his Valet on 
Horſeback, he ſets out for the Place 
of his Nativity — Has the Appearance 
of Grandeur in every thing about 
him, except his Coachman, who ſerv- 
ed as a moral Contraſt to the gaudy 
Parts of his Retinue, and did the Of- 
fice of a Death's Head at a Roman 
Feaſt; he ſerved to ſhew how periſh- 
able all worldly Grandeur is. But in- 
K 2 deed 
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deed he ſerved further; he was a tri. 
king Mark of his Maſter's motley 
Character. His upper Weeds were 
much worn out; his Elbows took the 
Air; you would think his Breeches 
were beleagured, for there a mighty 
Breach appeared; he lacked Boots 
and an upper Tunic, though it then 
was Winter. 


Previous to the Doctor's ſetting- 
out, he filled the Norfol News-Pa- 
pers with Paragraphs of his own vaſt 
"Importance. Never was the Art of 
Puffing diſplayed to ſuch Perfection. 
'He ſends Letters to his Fellow-Citi- 
zens and Brethren, being himſelf a 
Free-Maſon, inviting them to meet 
him; which indeed they did in great 
Numbers, and in their beſt Appear- 
| S ance. 


ance. He alſo employed People to 
ſet the Bells a ringing as ſoon as he 
entered the City-Gates. 


In this triumphant Manner did he 
drive up to his Mother's little Shop, 
bringing with him ſuch Quantities of 
rich Cloaths, that he was forced to 
hire the next Houſe as a Ward-Robe, 
where they were laid out and expoſed 
to the public View. 


Here he meets with his Wife 


and Son, who had lived at Norwich 


during his Reſidence in France. He 


alſo met with his old Friend Tabitha 


the Quaker's Widow, with whom he 


paſt an Evening, and cut again her 


Corns. He flies about two Days to- 
gether like a Meteor, and then returns 
K 3 to 
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to London with his Wife and Son. He 
pats the Boy to School at Ken/ingron, 
and places his Wife, ſans Ceremonie, 
in the fame Houſe with the Widow, 
where the Wife was her conſtant 
Chum, in order to hinder the Doc- 
tor from being ſo, 


Thus Affairs went on for ſome 
Time. The Doctor made a bright 
Appearance. The Cures he perform- 
ed: the Concourſe of Nobility and 
Gentry who daily crowded to ſee 
them, brought him great Reputa- 
tion and Conſequence, The very Fa- 
culty, in ſpight of Prejudice, could 
not forbear giving him his: juſt "ys 
Mg 


CHAP. 
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CHAP. XII. 


Which confſiſis partly of nice Reflexions, 
and partly of odd Adventures. 


Gentleman of Rank, whoſe Son 
the Doctor had reſtored to 
Sight, procured him, as a Mark of 
his good Will, to be made Oculiſt 
to the King. 


With this Feather in his Cap, and 
his own ſolid Merit, were he half as 
prudent as he was prodigal, he might 
have continued his Copper- gilt Cha- 
riot with ſix Dapples, and ten thou- 
ſand Pounds in' his Pocket. But alas! 

K 4 his 


200 THE HISTORY OF 
his chimerical Fondneſs for Shew led 
him into a Million of inchanted Caſ- 
tles. Oſtentation was the Idol that 
undid him: And what is ſtrange, 
he grew more and more in Love 
with theſe Fairy Viſions, as he ad- 
vanced in Years. He never was 
happy, but when, like a Comet, he 
was ſtared upon. The Character he 
aſſumed was that of the Marvellous, 
He imitated, nay invented every ro- 
mantic Extravagance. The Epic and 
the Grand were the Chevalier's na- 
tural Stile. 


He was no leſs magnificent with- 
in, than without Doors, Nothing 
but Grandeur . muſt come near his 
Table. Courſes ſerved up in all the 
Maſquerade of Luxury, where Na- 

| ture 
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ture was inviſible, created Diſhes, 
coſtly Wines, Muſic, and all the 
Madneſs of a Roman Feaſt were his 
higheſt Triumph. And yet, to make 
this Prodigy ſtill more prodigious, 
no Mortal was ever leſs anxious about 
his Palate than the Doctor. A broil- 
ed Blade-bone of Mutton without a 
Cloth; a Cruſt. and a little Salt; 
ſtanding at ſome Dreſſer in bis Boots 
and Riding-Coat, made up a thou- 
ſand Ortolans, | 


He was an Epicure in Idea only, 
His Table, like his Cloathing, was 
meant for others to gaze at more 
than his own Enjoyment. He: would be 
viſible — Nay the very blind muſt 
ſee him. But. that indeed was his 
true Ambition. 6 3 
EE oY His 
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His wild Oeconomy ſent him A- 
broad once more, He ſets out for 
Paris, hoping that Time had defa- 
ced the Memory of the fatal Horſe- 
pond. 


He left the Widow at a Lodging 
in Chelſea, and his Wife and Son in 
the Houſe at Suffolk-Streeft, where 
they remained till the Landlord had 
ſeized upon the Goods for Rent, 
This melancholy Event happened a 
ſhort Time after his Departure ; they 
not having wherewith to ſubſiſt on 
in England, were forced, by Neceſſi- 
ty, to follow him into France. 


The Doctor is at Paris, where 


Ambition in a new Shape has ſet 
herſelf 
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herſelf before him. A Shape indeed: 
without a Subſtance. He turns Au- 
thor in an evil Hour, as if he had 
not Misfortunes enough before. He ne- 
glects his Patients. The bodily Eye was 
now, forſooth, a meer mechanic Or- 
gan, much too coarſe for his Inſpec- 
tion. The intellectual Sight, the 
Eye of the Soul, was now his fa- 
vourite Object. He writes a Supple- 
ment to the learned Biſhop of Cloyn's 
Book, to prove that there was no- 
thing but Mind in the Univerſe. The 
intellectual Eye he now propoſed to 
couch, and purge all Miſts from 
thence. But there he reckoned wrong. 
A thouſand Quacks to one were there 
againſt him. His Patients of this. 
Claſs received no Benefit. They are 


as blind as ever, His Finances fall 
ſhort. 
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ſhort. He gets into Debt, meditates 
a new Province, but firſt he places 
his Son in the College du Placis fa- 
cing the Sorbonn, leaves his Wife at 
a Hotel, and ſets out in the Night 
for the City of Bourdgeaux. Though 
he had it in his Power to make as 
great a Figure in Paris, as he did at 


London. $544 


He alſo leaves behind him one of 
his Chicks, as he calls them; ſhe was 
a beautiful young Damſel, whom he 
had inveigled from a French Noble- 
man, which coſt him Woe. 


In this Article he lands accuſed 
of violating a little the Laws of Hoſ- 
pitality. He was daily at his Lord- 


ſhip's Table, and received a thou- 
ſand 
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ſand Favours at his Hand. But Love 
conquers all. He ſettled Matters fo 
that his beautiful Chick was let down 
the Wall in a Baſket from her Win- 
dow, whilſt the Doctor ſtood below 
with open Arms to catch her, "Twas 
in a Garden, where unluckily a Da- 
niſh Dog was upon the Watch, who 
took the Alarm, and ruſhed upon 
the Doctor juſt as the Baſket was 
dropping into his Lap. His Valet, 
aſſiſting in that very Moment, had 
half his Leg torn away. The Doc- 
tor's Throat eſcaped by a Miracle, 
for the furious Animal ſeized him 
by the Collar. The wounded Valet, 
however, with his Rapier diſpatched 
the Maſtiff, The Lady lay ſprawl- 
ing all this while. But the Doctor, 
with the Loſs of half his Waiſtcoat 
and 
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and Coat Skirt, made off with his 
Prize; who having the Keys of the 
Garden Door, let herſelf and Lover 
into the Street; where they quickly 
got to Shelter, and left the poor Va- 
let to ſhift for himſelf in the beſt 
Manner he could. 


This ſmuggled Piece of Beauty 
the Doctor kept for his private Uſe, 
till Money falling ſhort, he left her 
alſo in the Lurch. 


The Nobleman, after his Depar- 
ture, had her taken up, and put 
into a Houſe of Correction, as the 
Cuſtom of the Country is, where 
during a Woman's cohabiting with 
a Man, as much Fidelity is expected 
from her, as if ſhe was really his 

| | Wife. 
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Wife. In this Houſe they are ſhorn 
of their Wair, that of the Head I 
mean. They are cloathed in coarſe 
Weeds, and go through a painful 
Proceſs by the Way of Penance; 
a Regimen too fevere for her de- 
licate Conſtitution. She could not 
ſupport it, and died of thoſe Hard- 
ſhips in leſs than four Months, 
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CHAP. XIV. 


In this Article of our Hiſtory, ſome- 
thing of the marvellous may appear, 

' together with ſomething of the 
ſmall, 


HE Doctor is now at Bour- 

deaux. He goes on with great 
Succeſs. He has an Account that 
his Wife is dangerouſly ill at Paris. 
He reports, that ſhe is really dead, 
puts on Mourning, and in a little 
Time pays his Court to the Mayor's 
Daughter of the Town; who, daz- 
led by his Appearance and Popularity, 


began to liſten with ſome Attention 
vx | | to 
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to his Propoſal; yet his Diſcretion 
cauſed him to ſend to Paris, to learn 
from thence if the Doctor told him 
the Truth; but he is aſſured, that 
the Chevalier's Lady is not only liv- 
ing, but perfectly well recovered. 


He lets the Doctor into this very 
Secret, not without ſome Menaces; 
which ſo alarmed him, that he ſcam- 
pers over the Pyrenæan Mountains, and 
arrives at Madrid: Where, in his 
unguarded Zeal, he talks looſely of 
religious Matters. Beſides, there 
were found upon him ſome hereti- 
cal Books. He finds his Danger, 
and flies for Refuge to Sir Benjamin 
Keene, our then Embaſſador at the 
Court of Spain; by whoſe Aſſiſtance 
he makes his Eſcape to Portugal, 

_ Juſt 
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Juſt as he was entring upen the 
Frontiers of that Kingdom, in a 
Poſt-Chaiſe attended by two Ser- 
vants, between the Hours of eleven 
and twelve at Night, he was attack- 


ed by fix armied Men, who were 


in Purſuit of a Murderer. They 
take him to be the Man. The Doc- 
tor not having Spaniſh enough. to 
explain himſelf, and ſuſpecting he 
was purſued as a Champion of the 
Church of England, defended him- 
ſelf with great Courage and Zeal. 
He reſolved to fall a Martyr, rather 
than ſubmit, He fought fo long, 


that both his Servants were killed, 


and one of his Horſes. He received 
ſome Shots in his Cloaths. At laſt, 
finding that. Superſtition was like to 


prevail, 
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prevail, he, with much Reluctance, 
yielded himſelf up, and was dragged 
by them to a Garriſon at four Miles 
Diſtance; when, upon producing his 
Paſſport, the Miſtake came out; a 
little too late indeed. 


He arrives at Queenſbury, 2 Uni- 
verſity in Portugal, where the Art 
of reſtoring Sight was very little 
known. Here he diſſects the Eye, 
and gave public Lectures upon the 
Method of treating its Diſeaſes, 
which he did with ſo much Judg-. 
ment and Ingenuity, that ftill he 
put his Theory into Practice. They 
looked upon his Diſſertation as meer 
Fiction. 


Though 
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Though our Doctor was then in 
Diſtreſs, yet his Merit and Succeſs 
eſtabliſned his Reputation to ſuch 
a. Degree, that he obtained Letters 
from the Univerſity to the Court of 


Portugal, recommending him in the 


ſtrongeſt Terms, Where, in a few 
Months, he had the Honour to be 
made a Knight of the Order of 
Chriſt, 


Here for three whole Years. to- 
gether, he lived like a Nobleman, 
In which Time, among many others 
of ſmaller Note, he reſtored to 
Sight the Viceroy of Brazil; for 
which Feat he got, to uſe his own. 
Words, a Hat full of Gold. But 


his eyil Genius was here again at his 
Elbow, 
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Elbow, and puſhed him once more 
into that eccentric Path, which led 
him ſo often out of the ſtrait Road. 


He intrigues with a 'very hand- 
ſome young Lady, the Wife of an 
old rich Phyſician, who was pleaſed 
to entertain the higheſt Eſteem for 
the Doctor; and, contrary to the 


Cuſtom of that Country, gave him 


free Admittance into his Family, 
where he ſometimes met his Wife. 
The Doctor, a good Judge of the 
Eye, ſoon ſaw ſomething in the 
Lady's Look which promiſed an 
Adventure, 


In ſhort, he amuſed himſelf agree- 
ably with this Lady the beſt Part 
of a whole Year. Nay, he had gene 

| ſo 
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ſo far as to adviſing the Packing up 
of Jewels and other Trifles of great 
Value, which, he told her, would 
be uſeful in a Journey, for they were 
to ſet out for England together. Nay, 
ſhe had promiſed him to turn Pro- 
teſlant: For that was a Point the 
Doctor never forgot to cultivate in 
his Dealings with either Jews or Pa- 
piſis of the fair Sex, His Zeal for 
the Church of England kept equal 
Pace with his Paſſions of Gallantry. 
And he could reckon as many Pro- 
ſelytes as Miſtreſſes. But the Doc- 
tor, like Captain Mackbeath, could 
as ſoon be ſatisfied with one Wo- 
man as one Guinea. 


He is caught at the Reverend Fa- 
thers the Jeſuits Church, by a La- 
dy, 
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dy, who happened to adjuſt her Veil 
in his View, which gave ſome 
Glimpſe of a Boſom white as Snow. 
The Veil in Portugal ſpeaks the 
Language of all Countries. The 
Doctor takes the Hint, commences 
Admirer, is led by the Lady into 
a very elegant Exchange of Civilities. 


This relieved the Sameneſs of his 
Collation at the old Doctor's. The 
Variety gave new Life and Spirits 
to his whole Deportment. He ap- 
pears more brilliant and engaging. 
He feels a freſh Ardour kindle in his 
Boſom to the Religion in which he 
was educated. 


The Spirit of his Miſſion ſtirred 
ſtrongly in him. And now the Miſ- 
treſs 
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treſs of a Popiſh Archbiſhop is to 
be brought over to the Communion 
of the eſtabliſhed Church of England; 
for ſuch is the Lady, who now felt 
the Force of his Argumentations. 
His Reaſons, ſhe thought, were 
much ſtronger than thoſe of the 
Archbiſhop. He made deeper Im- 
preſſions upon her, and ſhe gave Way 
very quickly to all his Motives. Such 
was the Meaſure of his Talent in the 
Art of Perſuaſion, _ 


But the female Hypocrite above- 
mentioned hath Notice of his Pro- 
greſs in this ſpiritual Warfare. She 
lays up Vengeance for him; and 
in his next Viſit ſhe receives him 
with great Shew of Affection, tells 
him, ſhe has got a Glaſs of the 
= fineſt 
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fineſt White-Wine in all Spain, 
which he muſt give his Opinion of, 
She fills to him, and he drinks two 
or three Bumpers with Glee; faid, 
he never taſted any thing ſo excel- 
lent, But, Madam, ſays he, all 
your Favours are the richeſt * 
Earth. 


Traitor! ſays ſhe, I am revenged 
— you have drunk the moſt power- 
ful Poiſon in the World — you have 
not an Hour to live — The Arch- 
biſhop's Miſtreſs, Traitor! At theſe 
Words the flew out of the Room, 
with a thouſand Furies in her Face. 


The Doctor now ſat more like 
| a Figure of Ice, than a breathing 
Mortal, His whole Life came ruſh- 

Vol. I. L ing 
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ing into his View. His Conſcience, 
ſtartled from its Slumber, ſtares 
him frightful in the Face; a thou- 
ſand Terrors; the paſt, the preſent, 
and the future, are all before him. 
He beats his Forehead, plucks off 
his Diamond Croſs, and flings it to 
the Floor, He ſtamps, he raves, he 
roars, he runs to his Houſe, without 
hearing or ſeeing any thing in his 
Way. He cries for Help. 


Here he meets the Chaplain of 
the Engliſh Factory, and another 
Gentleman, his Friend, to whom he 
roars aloud 'for Help. They are 
amazed, He cries out, Poiſon ! Poi- 
ſon! Taylor is no more, my Friends 
— I die, I die — Taylor is cut ſhort, | 
and the World is leſſened. I feel 

it 
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it boil among my Bowels. My Sto- 
mach 1s on Fire. A Puke, a Puke, 
a Puke! My Croſs, my Diamond 
Croſs, and all my Titles, for a 
Puke. I confeſs, I am a Sinner — 
tis now no Time — O yes, I have 
a Wife and Son at Paris — Sir, af- 
fiſt me; I have blinded many — 
caught, caught in my own accurſed 
Snare . this Fire conſumes me — Yes, 
J believe it all, the Creed, the Trin. 
O give me the hot Water, drench 
me to the Muzzle, San grado now 
aſſiſt me—it works up and down —» 
the Poiſon works me ſtronger — Sir 
Hans Shan ſhall haye my Inſtru- 
ments — My Art who can inherit? — 
My darling Son —O I've wronged 
my Family — My Pulſe is finking — 
Yes, I've wronged my Family — 

L 2 this 


220 THE HISTORY OF 


this dreadful Woman — The Rattle- 


Snake is not more fatal — I have 
made ſome Converts, Sir's will that 


atone ? — 


Now the Apothecary pours in ſweet 
Oils. He is drenched unmercifully, 
and brought ſo low, that he gives 
up all Thoughts of Life. He begs 
the Parſon's Help, and thinks of 


the other World in earneſt. 


8 * 


He makes his Will in the Intervals 
of the Cloſe-Stool and the Bow]. His 
Candle now was burning at both 
Ends, He expects every Moment it 
will go out, I bequeath my Works 
to the College of Phyſicians : Ah, 
no, fays he, I'll leave them to my 


darling Son. I'll leave him all my 
| Pa- 
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Papers, They'll make him ſome 
Amends, The Materials for writing 
my Life, under my own Hand, he 
ſhall have them all. My Croſs is 
gone for ever. O read the depart- 
ing Prayer! I fink, I die — The Poi- 
ſon maſters all my Vitals— No hu- 
man Art can conquer it — O lay me 
on the Bed. My Reaſon too dar 
to totter. 


Here he is put into Bed. The 
Parſon gives him Abſolution. His 
Friends all kneel around. The laſt 
Prayer is read, He dozes in a Kind 
of Stupefaction. His Eyes are clo- 
ſed, but ſtill he breathes. 


'Tis now beyond the Hour of 
Midnight, when lo! a grave Per- 


L 3 fon, 
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fon, in the Habit of the Faculty, 
C enters the Room, deſires to ſee the 
b Chevalier. He feels his Pulſe, ſhakes 
1 his Head, and ſeems much con- 
i cerned. He offers him a Cordial, 
but, alas! he utters not a Word. 
The Voice he ſeemed to notice, and 
he opened by Degrees his Eyes. 
The Phyfician offers him again the 
Cordial, but in vain, 


At length, his Mouth is opened, 
and down he pours the Draught. 
"Twas like Sir Walter Raleigb's. 
He feels a Flaſh of Lightning 
dart through all his Inwards. His 
Colour kindles by Degrees. And 
now he ſhews ſome Signs of Life. 
Nay, he ſpeaks, and aſks what 


ſaving Angel had thus relieved him. 
He 
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He takes more Cordial. He till 
grows better, and he gazes on his 
Doctor. The Diamond Croſs he 
feels within his Hand; and ſome- 
thing then is whiſpered in his Ear, 


At this he raiſed himſelf a little, 
looks wild about him, and cries out, - 
Reverend Sir, I am not dead; take 
back the Abſolution, they will never 
fign it over Head — O my charming 
Chicken, in her Huſband's Cloaths 
too, what, no Poiſon then, but 
Spaniſh White-Wine! oh, it was 
a damn'd Doſe — I'll no more of the 
Biſhop's Miſtreſs — Yes, I'm better, 
O my ſweet Phyſician! — It was a 
deviliſh Doſe indeed. Mr. Symp/on, 
this my charming. Chicken, my dar- 
ling Convert, and my Diamond, are 

L4 both 


9 
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both come back. The lucky Mi- 
nute! J have them both again — re- 
call the Abfolution — Ah, it was a 
little cruel, but I mend apace — She 
will read her Recantation now — We 
will ſtrait for England; you've got 
the Diamonds and the Money, Aye, 
aye, we will ſtrait for England. Mr. 
Sympſon, you'll befriend us — A Pro- 
ſelyte is a precious Thing! — Yes, 
we will ſtrait ſet out— Another 
Gulp will ſet me on my Legs — Oh 
ſuch a raſping Doſe, it had like to ſend 
me packing, the greateſt Creature in 
the World. 


The Parſon was in Amaze. But 
the Lady, in her Huſband's Breech- 
es, aſſured him, all was true; that 
ſhe-gave him nothing but a | Glaſs 

of 
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of Wine to drink. She was ſorry 
they had puked and purged him ſo; 
but, ſays ſhe, it will ſerve him both 
for Phyſic and Philoſophy; it will 
correct his Humours and his Mo- 
rals too. We muſt be gone. If my 
Huſband ſhould ſuſpect, we are un- 
done for ever. 


The Chevalier was much recover- 
ed. The Chaplain adviſed him not 
to ſtir that Night; ſaid, the Lady 
might read her Recantation in En- 
gland to more Advantage; he would 
give them all the Aſſiſtance in his 
Power; adviſed them to keep cloſe, 
till they had heard again from him, 
which would be in the Evening after: 


To-morrow. 


L 5 The 
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The Chevalier expreſſed his Thanks, 
begged of him once more to take back 
the Abſolution, revoked his Will, de- 
clared his whole Behaviour was but 
acting a Part, he meant nothing ſe- 
rious, and begged of the Chaplain, 
as a Man of Honour, to report him. 
ſo, leſt it ſhould hurt his Reputa- 
tion as a Gentleman, which was a 
Thing he valued much more than. 
his Life, 


The Chaplain ſtared at him ; but 
promiſed to obey, and to get Things 
ready againſt the Time appointed, 
and to bid them both a good Night. 


* 


c HAP. 


5 
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C HAP. XV. 


A Scene of Tenderneſs and Sincerity 
will here furniſh out a Contraſt 
to our Heroes general Character. 


HE Lady now expreſſed great 
Sorrow for the Harſhneſs of 

her Medicine. She apprehended, it 
ſeems, that it might have no friendly 
Effect upon her Night's Entertain- 
ment; ſo ſhe made her Choice to 
fit up and cheriſh the Doctor with 
Cordials and with Kindneſs, till he 
was in ſome Degree reſtored to his 
priſtine Faculties. They ſettle the 
Plan of their intended Flight. Her 
L 6 Huſband, 
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Huſband, ſhe ſaid, knew nothing 
at all of her. She had taken her 
Opportunity in his Abſence; and 
(notwithſtanding his Falſhood) ready 
to go round the World with him. 
She hoped Mr. Sympſen would be 
punctual, for every Hour was an 


Age. 


The Doctor endeavoured to con- 
vince her in the beſt Manner he 
could, that his Affection for her 
had not left all its original Energy, 
and was but partly ruined; he felt 
bis Vigour and Integrity return. 
Facts are convincing Things; and 
the Doctor was not idle. In this In- 
terval of Dread and Joy, they paſt 
their horrid, happy Moments in ex- 
pecting ardently the Chaplain, till 

ſtretched 
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ſtretched upon the Tenter- Hooks of 
Hope and Fear. A Condition of 
Mind which none can deſcribe or 
imagine, but thoſe who have felt 
it. 


The important Minute was now 
approaching near, and Expectation 
went abroad to meet it. The Rum- 
bling of a Coach alarms them. They 
ſtart with Rapture at the Sound, 
and yowed the Chaplain was an An- 
gel. They ſpring to meet him. But 
oh! what Language can defcribe their 
Terror! They meet the Holy Of- 
fice at the Door, the Midnight- 
Coach, and all the black Tribunal. 
The Inquiſition now has ſeized them. 
This Thunder-Clap was worſe than 


all his Pukings, 
The 
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The Chevalier, the Lady in Diſ- 
guiſe, his Books and Paper, are all 
ſeized and carried off to Priſon, to 
the dreadful Priſon, 


He is accuſed of being a Yew; 
and a fearful Proceſs is begun. 


Two Brothers of the Faculty, in 
their Envy of his Merit, did him 
this Kindneſs. He ſaw before him 
a Proſpe truly terrible. They put 
him to the Torture in a Manner not 
unlike the Fumigation, and full as 
dreadful, 


Here the Chevalier ſoon felt the. 
Difference between this infernal Ju- 
riſdiction, where Innocence itſelf is 

| often. 
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often criminal, and a Nation, whoſe 
civil Polity is but meer Humanity 
exerciſed by Truth and Reaſon, 
where Law is Liberty, and Subjec- 
tion perfect Freedom; where Reli- 
gion is the Handmaid of Virtue, to 
dreſs her out in all the Ornaments 
of Moderation, Humility, and every 
ſocial and ſublime Attractive. 


In this horrid Extremity, he 
found a Paſſage to a noble Lord, 
the then Embaſſador from England 
at the Court of Portugal, a CharaQter 
illuſtrious all over Europe, whoſe Re- 
ſolution is equal to his Humanity. 
Through his Lordſhip's kind Appli- 
cation and powerful Influence, the 
Doctor is at laſt inlarged. When 


nothing leſs than Providence, in the 
Perſon 
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Perſon of his noble Benefactor, could 
have wrought his Delivery, which 
was brought about rather by a Cone 
rivance of the Court of Portugal, 
- than through any legal and open Pro- 
ceſs. 


He eſcapes in the Night. His 
fair Friend, out of Petticoats, attends 
him in his Retreat. Nor had he 
Leiſure to bid the Biſhop's Miſtreſs 
one foft Farewell. He felt ſome ten- 
der Pains on her Account, for he 
loſt a Proſelyte; but his good In- 
tention, he hoped, might be accepted. 
The Inquiſition cancelled half his 
Paſſion; but his Zeal was ſtill in- 
vincible. Nay, he gained a tenfold 
Force from his Adverſity. He vow- 
ed Revenge like Hannibal, and would 


facrifice a thouſand Nuns as Victims 
to 
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to his injured Mother the Church 
of England, and his own Reſent- 
ment. He determined to go and 
make Repriſals, whilſt ought of Man 
remained in him. N 


He is now upon his Journey; his 
fair Fellow- Traveller and he. They 
are mounted upon Poſt-Horſes, and 
leave behind them, in their Haſte, 
all their Apparel, except the Suits 
they had on; ſome Jewels and 
Things of Value they had ſecured. 
But alas! the poor Lady was fo diſ- 
ordered, by the Fatigue of her Jour- 
ney, that ſhe had a Fever on the 
third Day after their ſetting out. It 
increaſed continually, Her delicate 
Frame was not able to ſuſtain it; 


and though ſhe fell ill at a Place the 
molt 
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moſt unpromiſing in her Situation, 
yet the wanted no Afliſtance that 
Art or Kindneſs could adminiſter, 
for the Pariſh-Prieſt was himſelf a 


good Phylician, He was always 


with her; and not only him, 
but a Gentleman of the Faculty, 
the worthy Father's Brother, ' hap- 
pened to be then pon a Viſit with 
him. 


The poor Lady grew worſe and 
worle. And the Chevalier, to do 
bim Juſtice, was pierced to the very 
Soul with Sorrow. Her affectionate 
Generolity and PFriendſhip were 
working at his Heart, He fees her 
faking to the Grave on his Account. 


In 
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In ſhort, all Hopes of Recovery 
are given over. The wounded Che- 
valier feels an additional Pang, The 
Thoughts of her dying a Papiſt, af- 
ter all the Pains he had taken in her 


| Converſion, recoiled grievouſly upon 


his Virtue, O! it was a two-fold, 


a goading Affliction; but Neceflity 


muſt be obeyed. 


She is now upon the Verge of a 
Delirium. She gives the Chevalier 
her Jewels; and, with Tears and 
dying Tenderneſs, ſhe begs him to 
be gone, and leave her to the Prieſt's 
Humanity, who would ſee her de- 
cently interred. At this her Un- 
derſtanding quite failed, and ſhe ſaid 
no more to be underſtood. 
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The Doctor waited till ſhe was 
quite ſenſeleſs; and then, taking fi- 
lent Leave with a ſorrowful Heart, 
he poſted off with all Speed. 


He knew her Sex muſt ſoon be 
diſcovered, and the Danger which 
mult follow. He therefore travelled 
Night and Day, till he came to a 
convenient Port, where he took Ship- 
ping; and after a very dangerous 
Voyage, landed ſafe at laſt at Fal- 


mou . 


End of the Firſt Volume, 
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